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TITUS 
ANDRONICUS. 


Dramatis  Persons. 


Saturninus,  Son  to  the  late  Emperor  of  Rome,  and  af- 
terwards declared  Emperor  himjelf. 

Bass i anus,  Brother  to  Saturninus,  in  love  ivitb  Lavinia. 

Titus  Andronicus,  a  Noble  Roman,  General  againfl 
the  Goths.. 

Marcus  An  dronicus,  Tribune  of  the  People  y  and  Bro- 
ther to  Titus. 
Marcus,  *} 

Qui  nt  us,  C  £GW  ,0  Titus  Andronicus,  * 
Lucius,  I 
Mutius,  3 

Young  Luc  jus,  a  Boy,  Son  to  Lucius. 

Pu  blius,  Son  to  Marcus  Andronicus  the  Tribune, 

Alarbus,  j 

Chiron,         >  Sons  to  Tamora. 

Demetrius,  3 

Aaron,  ^  Moor,  beloved  by  Tamora. 
u^milius,  a  Roman. 

Tamora,  Qveen  of  the  Goths,  and  afterwards  married 

to  Saturninus. 
Lavinia,  Daughter  to  Titus  Andronicus. 
A  Nurfe  tvith  a  black-a-moor  Child, 

Senators,  fudges,  Officer:,  Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants. 
SCENE  Rome,  and  the  Country  near  it. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 
ROME. 


N 


Enter  the  Tribunes  and  Senators  aloft,  as  in  the  Senate, 
Enter  Saturninus  and  his  followers  at  one  door,  and  BalTia- 
nus  and  his  folloivers  at  the  other,  ivitb  drum  and  colours. 

Sat.         T  OBLE  Patricians,  patrons  of  my  right, 

Defend  the  juftice  of  my  caufe  with  arm:  s 
And  countrymen  my  loving  followers, 
Plead  my  fucceflive  title  with  your  fv.ords, 
I  am  the  firil-born  fon  of  him  that  laft 
Wore  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome  : 
Then  let  my  father's  honours  live  in  me, 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 

Baf.  Romans,  friends,  followers,  favourers  of  my  right  $ 
If  ever  B 'a rj/i 'an us,  Cajftir''s  fon, 
Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  pafTage  to  the  Capitol  j 
And  fufter  notdiflionour  to  approach 
Th'  imperial  feat,  to  virtue  confecrate, 
To  juftice,  continence,  and  nobility  : 

•  This  is  one  of  the  Plays  which  ought  not  to  be  look'd  upon  to  be 
of  Shabeffe.ir's  compoiiton .    By  giving  it  the  credit  or'  a  few  of  his 
lines  ialcitcd  here  and  there  he  got  the  dilcredit  of  writing  the 
v*vhole. 
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But  let  defert  in  pure  election  mine  j 

And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus  aloft  with  the  crotVfia 

Mar.  Princes,  that  flrive  by  factions  and  by  friends, 
Ambitioully  for  rule  and  empery  !  , 
Know  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  ftand 
A  fpecial  party,  have  by  common  voice, 
In  free  election  for  the  Roman  empery, 
Chofen  Andronicus,  fur-named  Pius, 
For  many  good  and  great  deferts  to  Rome* 
A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior, 
Lives  not  this  day  within  our  city  walls. 
Tie  by  the  Senate  is  accited  home, 
From  weary  wars  againft  the  barbarous  Goths , 
That  with  his  fons  (a  terror  to  our  foes) 
Hath  yoak'd  a  nation  flrong,  train' d  up  in  arms. 
Ten  years  are  fpent  fince  firft  he  undertook 
This  caufe  of  Rome,  and  chaftif-d  with  arms 
Our  enemies  pride.    Five  times  he  hath  return'd 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  fons 
In  coffins  from  the  field. 
And  now  at  laft,  laden  with  honour's  fpoils, 
Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus,  flouriming  in  arms. 
Let  us  intreat,  by  honour  of  his  name, 
Whom  (worthily)  you  would  have  now  fucceed, 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  Senate's  right, 
Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, 
That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  ftrength  j 
Difmifs  your  followers,  and  as  fuitorS  mould, 
Plead  your  deferts  in  peace  and  humblenefs. 

Sat.  How  fair  the  Tribune  fpeaks,  to  calm  my  thoughts  I 

Baf.  Marcus  Andronicus,  fo  I  do  affie 
In  thy  uprightnefs  and  integrity, 
And  fo  I  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine, 
Thy  noble  brother  "Titus,  and  his  fons, 
/    And  her  to  whom  our  thoughts  are  humbled  all, 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome^s  rich  Ornament, 
That  I  will  here  difmifs  my  loving  friends ; 
And  to  my  fortunes,  and  the  people's  favour, 

Commk 
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Commit  my  caufe  in  ballance  to  be  weighed.  [Exe.  Soldiers. 

Sat.  Friends  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my  right, 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  all  5 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  my  felf,  my  perfon  and  the  caufe  ; 
Home,  be  as  juft  and  gracious  unto  me, 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. 
Open  the  gates,  and  let  me  in. 

Baf.  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

[They  go  up  into  the  Senate-houfd, 
SCENE    II.    Enter  a  Captain. 

Cap.  Romans,  make  way :  the  good  Andronicus, 
Patron  of  virtue,  Rcme*s  beft  champion, 
Succefsful  in  the  battels  that  he  fights, 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  return'd 
From  whence  he  circumfcribed  with  his  fword, 
And  brought  to  yoak  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Seund  drums  and  trumpets ,  and  then  enter  Mutius  and  Mar- 
cus :  after  them,  two  men  bearing  a  coffin  covered  ivith 
black  j  then  Quintus  and  Lucius.  After  them  Titus  An- 
dronicus j  and  then  Tamora,  the  Queen  of  Goths,  Alar- 
bus,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius,  ivith  Aaron  the  Moor,  pri- 
f oners ;  Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants.  They  Jet  doicn  the 
coffin,  and  Titus  /peaks. 

Tit.  Hail,  Rome,  victorious  in  thy  mourning  weeds ! 
Lo,  as  the  bark  that  hath  difcharg'd  her  freight, 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay, 
From  whence  at  firft  {he  weigh' d  her  anchorage, 
Cometh  Andronicus  with  laurel  boughs, 
To  re-falute  his  country  with  his  tears ; 
Tears  of  true  joy,  for  his  return  to  Rome. 
Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  that  we  intend  ! 
Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  valiant  fons, 
Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had, 
Behold  the  poor  remains  alive  and  dead  ! 
Thcfe  that  furvive,  let  Rome  reward  with  love  j 
Thefe  that  I  bring  unto  their  lateft  home, 
With  burial  among  their  ancestors. 

Here 
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Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  fheath  my  fword  : 

Titus  unkind,  and  carelefs  of  thine  own, 

Why  fufTer'ft  thou  thy  fons,  unburied  yet, 

To  hover  on  the  dreadful  fhore  of  Styx  f 

Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  brethren.  [They  open  the  tomb, 

There  greet  in  filence,  as  the  dead  are  wont, 

And  (leep  in  peace,  (lain  in  your  country's  wars  : 

O  facred  receptacle  of  my  joys, 

Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility, 

How  many  fons  of  mine  haft  thou  in  ftore, 

That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more ! 

Luc.  Give  us  the  proudeft  prifoner  of  the  Cothss 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and  on  a  pile, 
M  manes  Fratrum  facrifice  his  flefli, 
Before  this  earthly  prifon  of  their  bones : 
That  fo  the  ihadows  be  not  unappeas'd 
Nor  we  difturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

Tit,  I  give  him  you,  the  nobleft  that  furvives-, 
The  eld  eft  lbn  of  this  diftrefled  Queen. 

Tarn.  Stay,  Roman  brethren,  gracious  conqueror, 
Victorious  Titus,  rue  the  tears  I  fhed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  paflion  for  her  fon : 
And  if  thy  fons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O  think  my  fons  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautifie  thy  triumphs  and  return, 
Captive  to  thee  and  to  thy  Roman  yoak  ? 
But  muft  my  fons  be  flaughter'd  in  the  ftreets, 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  caufe  ? 
O  !  if  to  fight  for  King  and  common-weal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe  : 
Andronicus,  ftain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood. 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  Gods  ? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful ; 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge. 
Thrice  noble  Titus,  fpare  my  firft-born  fon. 

Tit.  Patient  your  felf,  Madam,  and  pardon  me, 
Thefe  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  behold 
Alive  and  dead,  and  for  their  brethren  ftain 
Religioufly  they  afk  a  facrifice  j 
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To  this  your  foa  is  markt,  and  die  he  muft, 
T'  appeafe  their  groaning  fliadows  that  are  gone* 

Luc.  Away  with  him,  and  make  a  fire  ftraight. 
And  with  our  fwords,  upon  a  pile  of  wocd, 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  'till  they  be  clean  confum'd. 

[Exeunt  Mutius,  Marcus,  Quintus  and  Lucius 
voitb  Alarbus. 

Tarn.  O  cruel  irreligious  piety ! 

Cb'u  Was  ever  Scytbia  half  fo  barbarous  ? 

Dem.  Oppofe  not  Scytbia  to  ambitious  Rome, 
Alarbus  goes  to  reft,  and  we  furvive 
To  tremble  under  Titus'  threatning  looks. 
Then,  Madam,  ftand  refolv'd  ;  but  hope  withal 
The  lelf-fame  Gods  that  arm'd  the  Queen  of  Trey 
With  opportunity  of  (harp  revenge 
Upon  the  Tbracian  *  tyrant  in  her  tent, 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  Queen  of  Goths , 
(When  Gotbs  were  Gotbs,  and  Tamora  was  Queen) 
To  quit  her  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Enter  Mutius,  Marcus,  Quintus  and  Lucius. 

Luc.  See,  Lord  and  father,  how  we  have  performed 
Our  Roman  rites  :  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopt, 
And  intrails  feed  the  facrificing  fire, 
Whofe  fmoak,  like  incenle,  doth  perfume  the  fky0 
.  Remaineth  nought  but  to  irtterr  our  brethren, 
And  with  loud  larums  welcome  them  to  Rome, 

Tit.  Let  it  be  fo,  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  lateft  farewel  to  their  fouls. 

[Tben  found  trumpets,  and  lay  the  coffins  in  the  towb* 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here,  my  fons, 
Rome's  readied  champions,  rcpofe  you  here, 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mifliaps: 
Here  lurks  no  ttcafon,  here  no  envy  fwcll?, 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges,  here  no  ftorms, 
No  noife:  but  filence  and  eternal  liecp  : 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here,  my  fons ! 

•  Polymnejlor,  whofe  eyes  were  pull'd  out  and  fons  murder 'a 
fcy  Hxuba,  in  revenge  for  his  having  treachcioufly  ilain  her  ion 
fohrfon.    Eurip,J.  In  tf<c. 
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SCENE    III.     Enter  Lnvinia. 
Lav.  In  peace  and  honour  Jive  Lord  Titus  long,, 

My  noble  Lord  and  father  Jive  in  fame  I 

Lo  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 

I  render,  for  my  brethrens  obfequiesr 

And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy 

Shtd  on  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Romet 

O  bJefs  me  here  with  thy  victorious  hand, 

Whofe  fortune  Rome's  beft  citizens  applaud. 

Tit*  Kind  Rome,  that  haft  thus  lovingly  preferv'd 

The  cordial  of  mine  age,  to  glad  mine  heart ! 

"kavinia,  live,  out-live  thy  father's  days, 

In  fame's  eternal  date  for  virtue's  praife  ! 

Mar.  Long  live  Lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother, 

Gracious  triumpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome  ! 

Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  Tribune,  noble  brother  Marcusi 
Mar.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  fuccefiful  vvars> 

You  that  furvive,  and  you  that  ffeep  in  fame: 
fair  Lords,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all, 
That  in  your  country's  fervice  drew  your  fwords. 
But  fafer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp 
That  hath  afpir'd  to  Solon's  happinefs, 
And  triumphs  over  chance  in  honour's  bed. 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rcme} 
Whofe  friend  in  juftice  thou  haft  ever  been, 
Send  thee  by  me  their  Tribune,  in  their  tru(r> 
This  palliament  of  white  and  fpotlefs  hue, 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire, 
With  thcfe  our  late  deceafed  Emperor's  fons? 
Be  Candidates  then,  and  put  it  on, 
And  help  to  fet  a  head  on  headiefs  Rome. 

Tit.  A  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits, 
Than  his  that  ffokes  for  age  and  feeblenefs : 
What  mould  I  don  this  robe  and  trouble  you  ? 
Be  chofe  with  proclamations  to-dayr 
To- morrow  yield  up  rule,  refign  my  life, 
And  let  abroach  new  bufinefs  for  you  all  ? 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  foldier  forty  years, 
And  led  my  country's  ftrength  fuccefsfullv* 
Arid  buried  one  and  twenty  valiant  fons,  . 

3,  Knighted 
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Knighted  in  field,  flain  manfully  in  arms, 
In  right  and  fervice  of  their  noble  country. 
Give  me  a  ftafT  of  honour  for  mine  age, 
But  not  a  fceptre  to  controul  the  world. 
Upright  he  held  it,  Lords,  that  held  it  lafh 

Mar.  Titus,  thou  malt  obtain  the  empery. 

Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  Tribune,  canft  thou  tell? 

Tit.  Patience,  prince  Saturnine! 

Sat.  Romans,  do  me  right ! 
Patricians,  draw  your  fwords,  and  (heath  them  not 
*Till  Saturninus  be  Rome's  Emperor. 
Andronicus,  would  thou  wert  fhipt  to  hell, 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  peopled  hearts. 

Luc.  Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  noble'  minded  Titus  means  to  thee  ! 

Tit.  Content  thee,  prince,  I  will  reftore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themfelves. 

Baf.  Andronicus,  I  do  not  fl  itter  thee, 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  'till  I  die: 
My  faction  if  thou  ftrengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  will  mod  thankful  be  j  and  thanks,  to  men 
Of  noble  minds,  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit.  People  of  Rome,  and  noble  Tribunes  here, 
I  alk  your  voices,  and  your  fufYrages ; 
Will  you  beftow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus  f 

Mar.  To  gratifle  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  fafe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you,  and  this  fuit  I  make, 
That  you  create  your  Emperor's  eldell  fon, 
Lord  Saturnine  j  whofe  virtues  will,  I  hope, 
Reflect  on  Rome,  as  Titan's  rays  on  earth, 
And  ripen  juftice  in  this  common-weal. 
Then  if  you  will  elect  by  my  advice, 
Crown  him,  and  fay,  Long  live  our  Emperor! 

Mar.  With  voices  and  applaufe  of  every  fort, 
Patricians  and  PJebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Saturninus,  Rome's  great  Emperor  f 
And  fay,  Lon%  live  our  Emperor  Saturnine  ! 

[A  long  jiourijb  'till  tbey  cme  A<nv*9 
B  %  Sat. 
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Sat.  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  favours  done 
To  us  in  our  election  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deferts, 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentlenefs: 
And  for  an  oniet,  Titus }  to  advance 
Thy  name,  and  honourable  family, 
Lavinia  will  I  make  my  Emperefs, 
Rome's  royal  miftrefs,  miftrefs  of  my  heart, 
And  in  the  facred  "Pantheon  her  cfpoufe: 
Tell  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  motion  pleafe  thee  ? 

Tit.  It  doth,  my  worthy  Lord  ;  and  in  this  match;, 
I  hold  me  highly  honour'd  of  your  Grace  : 
And  here  in  fight  of  Rome,  to  Saturninus, 
King  and  commander  of  our  common- weal, 
The  wide  world's  Emperor,  do  I  confecrate 
My  fword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prifoners  j 
Prefents  well  worthy  Rome's  imperial  Lord, 
Receive  them  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe, 
Mine  honour's  enllgns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

Sat.  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life* 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  (hall  record  ;  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  leaft  of  thefe  unfpeakable  deferts, 

Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

Tit,  Now,  Madam,  are  you  prifoner  to  an  Emporor, 

To  him  that  for  your  honour  and  your  ftate 

Will  ufe  you  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

Sat,  A  goodly  Lady,  truft  me,  of  the  hue    [To  Tamora. 

That  I  would  chufe,  were  I  to  chufe  anew : 

Clear  up,  fair  Queen,  that  cloudy  countenance  ; 

Tho'  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  this  change  of  cheer, 

Thou  com' ft  not  to  be  made  a  fcorn  in  Rome  : 

Princely  mall  be  thy  ufage  every  way. 

Reft  on  my  word,  and  let  not  dilcontent 

Daunt  all  your  hopes :  Madam,  who  comforts  you 

Can  make  you  greater  than  the  Queen  of  Goths, 

ILavinia,  you  are  not  dilple?.s'd  with  this  ? 
Lav,  Not  I,  my  Lord,  fith  true  Nobility 

Warrants  thefe  words  in  princely  courtefie. 

Sat,  Thanks,  fweet  Lavinia,    Romans,  let  us  go. 

Ran- 
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JRanfomlefs  here  we  fet  our  prifoners  free  ; 
Proclaim  our  honours,  Lords,  with  trump  and  drum. 

Baf.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave  this  maid  is  mine. 

[Seizing  Lavinia. 

Tit.  How,  Sir?  are  you  in  earneft  then,  my  Lord? 

Baf.  Ay  noble  Titus  ;  and  refolv'd  withal, 
To  do  my  felf  this  reafon  and  this  right. 

[The  Emperor  courts  Tamora  in  dumb  Jhew, 

Mar.  Suum  cuique  is  our  Roman  juftice : 
This  prince  in  juftice  feizeth  but  his  own. 

Luc,  And  that  he  will,  and  mall,  if  Lucius  live. 

Tit.  Traitors,  avant!  where  is  the  Emperor's  guard? 
Treafon,  my  Lord  ;  Lavinia  is  furpriz'd. 

Sat.  Surpriz'd  !  by  whom  ? 

Baf.  By  him  that  juftly  may 
Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

[Exit  Bafiianus  with  Lavinia# 
SCENE  IV. 

Mut,  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away, 
And  with  my  fword  I'll  keep  this  door  fecure. 

Tit.  Follow,  my  Lord,  and  I'll  foon  bring  her  bacfct 

Mut.  My  Lord,  you  pafs  not  here. 

Tit.  What!  villain-boy, 
Barr'ft  me  my  way  in  Rome  ?  [He  kills  bitnf 

Mut.  Help,  Lucius ,  help. 

Luc.  My  Lord,  you  are  unjuft,  and  more  than  fo, 
In  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  flain  your  fon. 

Tit,  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  arc  any  fona  of  mine. 
My  fons  would  never  fo  dimoncur  me. 
Tr.iitor,  reftore  Lavinia  to  the  Emperor. 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will,  but  not  to  be  his  wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  love. 

Sat.  No,  Titus,  no,  the  Emperor  needs  Iter  not, 
Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  (rock  ; 
I'll  trult  by  leilure  him  that  mocks  me  once, 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traiterous  haughty  fons, 
Confederates  all,  thus  to  diflionour  me. 
Was  there  none  elfe  in  Rome  to  make  a  ftale  of 
But  Saturnine?  full  well,  Andronictts, 
Agree  thei'e  deeds  with  that  proud  btag  of  thine, 
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That  faid'ft,  I  begg'd  the  empire  at  thy  hands. 

Tit.  O  monftrous!  what  reproachful  words  are  thefe  ? 
Sat.  But  go  thy  ways  j  go  give  that  changing  piece, 
To  him  that  flourinVd  for  her  with  his  fword  3 
A  valiant  fon-in-law  thou  malt  enjoy: 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawlefs  fons, 
To  ruffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome* 

Tit.  Thefe  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart. 

Sat»  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora  Queen  of  Gotbi, 
That,  like  the  ftately  Pbcebe  'mong  her  nymphs, 
Doft  over-mine  the  gallant' ft  dames  of  Rome, 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  fudden  choice, 
Behold  I  chufe  thee,  Tamora ,  for  my  bride, 
And  will  create  thee  Emperefs  of  Rome. 
Speak,  Queen  of  Goths,  doit  thou  applaud  my  choice  ? 
And  here  I  fwear  by  all  the  Roman  Gods, 
(Sith  prieft  and  holy  water  are  fo  near, 
And  tapers  burn  fo  brtght,  and  every  thing 
In  readmefs  for  Hymenaeus  (lands,)  • 
I  will  not  re-falute  the  ftreets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  'till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  efpous'd  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Tarn.  And  here  in  light  of  heav'n  to  Rome  I  fwear* 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  defires, 
A  loving  nurfe,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat,  Afcend,  fair  Queen,  Pantheon ;  Lords,  accompany 
Your  noble  Emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride, 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine, 
Whofe  wifdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered: 
There  mall  we  confurnmate  cur  fpoufal  rites.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    V.     Manet  Titus  Andronicus. 

Tit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride. 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone, 
D'fTionourM  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs? 
E«ter  Marcus  Andronicus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Marcus, 

Mar.  O  Titus,  fee,  oh,  lee  what  thou  haft  done! 
In  a  bad  quarrel  flain  a  virtuous  fon. 

Tit.  No,  foolifn  Tribune,  no :  no  fon  of  mine, 
Nor  thou,  nor  thefe  confederates  in  the  deed, 

That 
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That  hath  difhonour'd  all  our  family  ; 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthy  fons ! 

Luc,  But  let  us  give  him  burial  as  becomes, 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

Tit ,  Traitors,  away !  he  refts  not  in  his  tomb  5 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  flood, 
Which  I  have  fumptuoufly  re-edified: 
Here  none  but  foldiers,  and  Rome's  fervitors 
Repofe  in  fame :  none  bafely  /lain  in  brawls. 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar,  My  Lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you  ; 
My  nephew  Mutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him, 
He  muft  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

Sons,  And  mall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 
Tit,  And  mall  ?  what  villain  was  it  fpake  that  word? 
S$uin.  He  that  would  vouch't  in  any  place  but  here*. 
Tit.  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  defpight  ? 
Mar.  No,  noble  Titus,  but  intreat  of  thee, 
To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 

Tit,  Marcus,  ev'n  thou  haft  ftruck  upon  my  creit, 
And  with  theie  boys  mine  honour  thou  haft  wounded. 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one, 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 
Luc.  He  is  not  well  himfelf,  let  us  withdraw. 
£>uin.  Not  I,  'till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

[The  brother  and  the  fons  kneel. 

Mar,  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead,  

<%uin.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  fpeak, 
Tit,  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  reft  will  lpeed. 
Mar,  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  foul ! 
Luc .  Dear  father,  foul  and  fubftance  of  us  all ! 
Mar.  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  interr 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  neft, 
That  died  in  honour,  and  Lavinia's  caufc. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks  upon  advice  did  bury  -rfjax 
That  flew  himlelf  5  and  wife  Laertes'  fon 
Did  gracioufly  plead  for  his  funerals. 
Let  not  young  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  joy, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit. 
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Tit,  Rife,  Marcus,  rife 
The  difmairft  day  is  this  that  e'er  I  faw, 
To  be  diflionour'd  by  my  fons  in  Rome : 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[They  put  him  in  the  Tomb, 
Luc.  There  lye  thy  bones,  fweet  Mutius,  wiih  thy  friends, 
'Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb! 

[They  all  kneel,  and  fay, 
No  man  fhed  tears  for  noble  Mutius ! 
He  lives  in  fame,  that  died  in  virtue's  caufe. 

Mar.  My  Lord,  to  ftep  out  of  thefe  dreary  dumps, 
How  comes  it  that  the  fubtle  Queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  fudden  thus  advanced  in  Rome  f 

Tit,  I  know  not,  Marcus ;  but  I  know  it  is : 
If  by  device  or  no,  the  heav'ns  can  tell: 
Is  fhe  not  then  beholden  to  the  man, 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  fo  far? 

SCENE  VI. 
Ffourijb.    Enter  the  Emperor,  Tamora,  Chiron,  and\ De- 
metrius, with  the  Moor  at  one  door.    At  the  other  door 
Baflianus  and  Lavinia  with  others. 
Sat,  So,  Baffianus,  you  have  plaid  your  prize  ; 
God  give  you  joy,  Sir,  of  your  gallant  bride  ! 

Baf.  And  you  of  yours,  my  Lord  ;  I  fay  no  more, 
Nor  wifh  no  lefs,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat.  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  power, 
^Thou  and  thy  faction  mall  repent  this  raps. 

Baf,  Rape  call  you  it,  my  Lord,  to  feize  my  own, 
My  true  betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife  ? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all, 
Mean  while  I  am  poffeft  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  'Tis  good,  Sir ;  you  are  very  fhott  with  U9, 
But  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  fharp  with  you. 

Baf,  My  Lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  beft  I  may, 
Anfwer  I  muft,  and  mall  do  with  my  life  ; 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  Grace  to  know, 
By  all  the  duties  which  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  Gentleman,  Lord  Titus  here, 
Is  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wrong'd, 
Thai  in  the  refcue  of  Lavinia . 

With 
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With  his  own  hand  did  flay  his  youngeft  fon, 
In  zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  wrath, 
To  be  contrduPd  in  that  he  frankly  gave  5 
Receive  him  then  to  favour,  Saturnine, 
That  hath  expreft  himfelf  in  all  his  deeds 
A  father  and  a  friend  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

Tit.  Prince  Baffianus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds. 
*Tis  thou,  and  thofe,  that  have  difhonourM  me  : 
Rome  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge, 
How  I  have  lov'd  and  honoured  Saturnine. 

Tarn.  My  worthy  Lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  thofe  princely  eyes  of  thine, 
Then  hear  me  fpeak,  indifferently,  for  all  5 
And  at  my  fuit  (fweet)  pardon  what  is  parr. 

Sat.  What,  Madam,  be  dimonour'd  openly, 
And  bafely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 

Tarn.  Not  fo,  my  Lord  5  the  Gods  of  Rome  fore- fend., 
I  mould  be  author  to  dimonour  you  : 
But,  on  my  honour  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  Lord  Titus*  innocence  in  all  • 
Whofe  fury  not  dhTembled  fpeaks  his  griefs: 
Then  at  my  fuit  look  gracioufly  on  him, 
Lofe  not  fo  noble  a  friend  on  vain  fuppofe, 

Nor  with  four  looks  afflict  his  gentle  heart.  

My  Lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  ar  laft,  \Aj\de* 

Diflemble  all  your  griefs  and  difcontents  : 

You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne  5 

Left  then  the  people  and  patricians  too 

Upon  a  juft  furvey  take  Titus*  part, 

And  fo  fupplant  us  for  ingratitude, 

Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  fin, 

Yield  at  entreats,  and  then  let  me  alone  j 

Til  find  a  day  to  maffacre  them  all, 

And  rafe  their  faction  and  their  family, 

The  cruel  father,  and  his  traiterous  fon?, 

To  whom  I  fued  for  my  dear  fon's  life : 

And  make  them  know  what  'tis  to  let  a  Queen 

Kneel  in  the  ftreets,  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain. — — 

Come,  come,  fweet  Emperor  —  come,  Andronicus—  [Aloud, 

Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  chear  the  heart, 

That 
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That  dies  in  tempeft  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rife,  Titus,  rife,  my  Emprefs  hath  prevaiPd* 

Tit.  I  thank  your  Majefty,  and  her  5  my  Lord, 
Thefe  words,  thefe  looks,  infufe  new  life  in  me. 

Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily: 
And  muft  advife  the  Emperor  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus  j 
And  let  it  be  my  honour,  good  my  Lord, 
That  I  have  reconciled  your  friends  and  you. 
For  you,  prince  BaJJianus,  I  have  paft 
My  word  and  promife  to  the  Emperor, 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable. 
And  fear  not,  Lords  5  and  you,  Lavinia, 
By  my  advice  all  humbled  on'your  knees, 
You  £hall  afk  pardon  of  his  Majefty. 

Luc.  We  do,  and  vow  to  heav'n,  and  to  his  Highnefy 
That  what  we  did  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 
Tend'ring  our  fitter's  honour  and  our  own. 

Mar.  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  proteft. 

Sat,  Away,  and  talk  not,  trouble  us  no  more. 

Tarn.  Nay,  nay,  fweet  Emperor,  we  muft  all  be  friends. 
The  Tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace, 
I  will  not  be  denied,  fweet-heart,  look  back. 

Sat*  Marcus,  for  thy  fake  and  thy  brother's  here, 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora^s  intrea^s, 
I  do  remit  thefe  young  men's  heinous  faults. 
Lavinia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  friend,  and  fure  as  death  I  fwore, 
I  would  not  part  a  batchelor  from  the  prieft. 
Come,  if  the  Emperor's  Court  can  feaft  two  brides, 
You  are  my  gueft,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends ; 
This  day  mall  be  a  love- day,  Tamora. 

Tit.  To-morrow,  an  it  pleafe  your  Majefty 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me, 
With  horn  and  hound  we'll  give  your  Grace  Bon  jour. 

Sat.  Be  it  fo,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too !  [Exeunt, 
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ACT   II.      SCENE  I. 
Rome.    Enter  Aaron  alone, 
Aar,  TWTOW  climbeth  Tamora  Olympus1  top, 

j\l  Safe  out  of  fortune's  fhot,  and  fits  aloft., 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  or  light'ning-flafh, 
Advanced  above  pate  envy's  threatning  reach  5 
As  when  the  golden  fun  falutes  the  morn, 
And  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams, 
Gallops  the  Zodiack  in  his  glift'ring  coach, 
And  overlooks  the  higheft  peering  hills : 
So  Tamora, 

Upon  her  will  doth  earthly  honour  wait, 

And  virtue  ftoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 

Then,  Aaron ,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts, 

To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  miftreis, 

And  mount  her  pitch,  wrhom  thou  in  triumph  long 

Haft  prifoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains  j 

And  fafter  bound  to  brow's  charming  eyes, 

Than  is  Prometheus  ty'd  to  Caucafus. 

Away  with  flavifh  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts, 

I  will  be  bright,  and  mine  in  pearl  and  gold, 

To  wait  upon  this  new-made  Emperefs, 

To  wait  upon,  faid  I  ?  to  wanton  with 

This  Queen,  this  Goddefs,  this  Semiramis  ; 

This  Syren,  that  will  charm  Rome\  Saturnine, 

And  fee  his  fhipwreck,  and  his  common-wcaW. 

Holla,  what  (torm  is  this  ? 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Dem.  Chiron,  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  edg 
And  manners,  to  intiude  where  I  am  grae'd, 
And  may,  for  ought  thou  know'ft,  affected  be. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  thcu  doft  oveiween  in  all, 
And  fo  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  braves: 
'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year  or  two 
Makes  me  lefs  gracious,  thee  more  fortunate  f 
I  am  as  able,  and  as  fit  as  thou, 
To  fcrve,  and  to  deferve  my  miftrefs*  grace  ; 
And  that  my  fword  upon  thee  mall  approve, 
And  plead  my  pallion  fox  Lavinia%  love. 
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Aar.  Clubs,  clubs  !  thefe  loveis  will  not  keep  the  peace* 

Dem.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother  (unadvis'd) 
Gave  you  a  dancing  rapier  by  your  fide, 
Are  you  Co  defperate  grown  to  threat  your  friends  ? 
Go  to  j  have  your  lath  glued  within  your  meath, 
'Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Cbi.  Mean  while,  Sir,  with  the  little  (kill  I  have, 
Full  well  malt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dent,  Ah,  boy,  grow  ye  fo  brave  }  \^bey  dra%9* 

Aar.  Why,  how  now,  Lords? 
So  near  the  Emptor's  palace  dare  you  draw  ? 
And  maintain  fuch  a  quarrel  openly  ? 
Full  well  1  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge. 
I  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold, 
The  caufe  were  known  to  them  it  moft  concerns, 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more, 
Be  fo  difhonour'd  in  the  Court  of  Rome, 
For  mame  put  up. 

Cbi,  Not  I,  'till  I  have  meath'd 
My  rapier  in  his  bofom,  and  withal 
Thruft  thefe  reproachful  fpeeches  down  his  throat, 
That  he  hath  breath' d  in  my  dishonour  here. 

Dem.  For  that  I  am  prepar'd  and  full  refolv'd, 
Foul-  fpoken  coward !  thou  thund'reft  with  thy  tongue, 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'il  perform. 

Aar.  Away,  I  fay. 
Now  by  the  Go^ls  that  warlike  Goths  adore, 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all  5 

Wiiy,  Lords  and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 

It  is  to  jet  upon  a  Prince's  right  ? 

What,  is  Lavinia  then  become  fo  loofe, 

Or  Bajfianus  fo  degenerate, 

That  for  her  love  fuch  quarrels  may  be  broacht, 

Without  controulment,  juftice,  or  revenge  ? 

Young  Lords,  beware  and  mould  the  Err.prefs  know 

This  difcord's  ground,  the  mufick  would  not  pleafe. 

Cbi.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  me  and  all  the  world  j 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  fome  better  choice, 
Lavima  is  thine  elder  brother's  hope. 

Aar, 
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Aar.  Why,  are  ye  mad  ?  or  know  ye  not  in  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be, 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love  ? 
I  tell  you,  Lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

Dent.  Aaron,  a  thoufand  deaths 
"Would  I  propofe,  to  atchicve  her  whom  I  love. 

Aar.  To  atchieve  her  —  how  ! 

Dem.  Why  mak'ft  thou  it  fo  ftrange  ? 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'dj 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won  5 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  mud  be  lov'd. 
What,  man  !  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of,  and  eafie  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  fteal  a  mive,  we  know  : 
Tho'  BaJJianus  be  the  Emperor's  brother, 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcan  s  badge* 

Aar.  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Saturninut  may. 

Dem.  Then  why  mould  he  deipair,  that  knows  to  court  it 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ? 
What,  haft  thou  not  full  often  ftruck  a  doe, 
And  born  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nofe  ? 

Aar.  Why  then  it  feems  fome  certain  fnatch  or  fo 
Would  ferve  your  turns. 

Chi.  Ay,  fo  the  turn  were  ferved. 

Dem.  Aaron,  thou  haft  hit  it. 

Aar.  Would  you  had  hit  it  too, 
Then  lh  mid  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado  I 
Why,  hark  ye,  ha'k  ye  —  and  arc  you  fuch  fools 
'To  fquare  for  this  ?  would  it  offend  you  then 
Trut  both  mould  fpeed  ? 

Cbi,  'Faith,  not  me. 

Dem.  No,  nor  me. 

Aar.  Fo-  <ln me  be  friends,  and  join  for  that  you  jar, 
*Tis  policy  and  ftratagem  muft  do 
That  you  affect,  and  fo  muft  you  refolve, 
That  what  you  cannot  as  you  would  atchieve, 
You  muft  perforce  accomplish  as  you  may. 
Take  this  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chafte 
Than  this  Law nia~t  BalTianui  lore  ; 
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A  fpeedier  courfe  than  ling' ring  languifhment 

Muft  ye  purfue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 

My  Lords,  a  folemn  hunting  is  in  hand, 

There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop  : 

The  foreft  walks  are  wide  and  fpacious, 

And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are, 

Pitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villainy: 

Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe, 

And  ftrike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words  S 

This  way,  or  not  at  all,  ftand  you  in  hope. 

Come,  come,  our  Emprefs  with  her  facred  wit 

To  villainy  and  vengeance  confecrate, 

We  will  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend, 

And  fhe  mail  file  our  engines  with  advice, 

That  will  not  fuffer  you  to  fquare  your  felves, 

But  to  your  wifhes  height  advance  you  both. 

The  Emperor's  Court  is  like  the  houfe  of  Fame, 

The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears: 

The  woods  are  ruthlefs,  dreadfuJ,  deaf  and  dull: 

There  fpeak,  and  fttike,  brave  boys,  and  take  your  turns. 

There  ferve  your  lufts,  fhadow'd  from  heaven's  eye, 

And  revel  in  Lavinias  treafury. 

Chi,  Thy  council,  lad,  fmells  of  no  cowardife. 

I) em.  Sit  fas  aut  nefas,  'till  I  find  the  ftream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  thefe  fits, 
Per  Stygay  per  Manes  vehor.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE   III.     A  Foreft. 
Enter  Titus  Andronicus  and  bis  three  Sons,  with  hounds  and 
horns,  and  Marcus. 

Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  morn  is  bright  and  gayt 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green: 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay, 
And  wake  the  Emperor  and  his  lovely  bride, 
And  rouze  the  Prince,  and  ring  a  hunter's  peal 
That  all  the  Court  may  echo  with  the  noife. 
Son?,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours, 
To  tend  the  Emperor's  perf<  n  carefully  : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  Leep  this  nighf, 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  has  infpir'd. 

Wind 
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Wind  boms.    Here  a  cry  of  bounds,  and  wind  borns  in  a 

peal:  tben  enter  Saturninus,  Tamora,  Ballianus,  Lavinia, 

Chiron,  Demetrius,  and  their  Attendants, 

*Iit,  Many  good- morrows  to  your  Majefly  5 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good. 
I  promifed  your  Grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat,  And  you  have  rung  it  luftily,  my  Lords, 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new- married  ladies. 

Baf.  Lamina,  how  fay  you  ? 

ham.  Why,  I  fiiy,  no : 
I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more* 

Sat,  Come  on  then,  horfe  and  chariots  let  us  have, 
And  to  our  fport :  Madam,  now  fhall  ye  fee 
Our  Roman  hunting. 

Mar,  I  have  dogs,  my  Lord, 
Will  rouze  the  proudeft  panther  in  the  chafe, 
And  climb  the  higheft  promontory- top. 

T/f.  And  I  have  horfe  will  follow,  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  fwallows  o'er  the  plain. 

Dem,  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horfe  nor  hound, 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    IV.     Enter  Aaron  alone, 

Aar,  He  that  had  wit,  would  think  that  I  had  none, 
To  bury  fo  much  gold  under  a  tree, 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 
Let  him  who  thinks  of  me  fo  abje&Iy, 
Know  that  this  gold  muft  coin  a  ftratagem, 
Which  cunningly  efife&eJ,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villainy  $ 
And  fo  repofe,  fweet  gold,  for  their  unreft, 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  Emprefs'  chefr. 

Enter  Tamora. 

Tjw.  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look' ir  thou  fad, 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boaft  ? 
The  birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bum, 
The  fnake  lyes  rolled  in  the  chearful  fun, 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind, 
And  make  a  cheque r'd  fhadow  on  the  ground : 
Under  their  fweet  made,  Aaron,  let  us  fit, 
And  whilft  the  babling  Echo  mocks  the  hounds, 

C  a  Replying 
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Replying  ftuilly  to  the  well-tun' d  horns, 

As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, 

Let  us  fit  down  and  mark  their  yelling  noife  : 

And  after  conflict  fuch  as  was  fuppos'd 

The  wand*ring  Prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd, 

When  wkh  a  happy  ftorm  they  were  furpriz'd, 

And  cuirain'd  with  a  counfel-keeping  cave, 

We  may  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms, 

(Our  paftimes  done)  poflefs  a  golden  (lumber, 

Whilft  hounds  and  horns,  and  fweet  melodious  Uirds, 

Be  unto  us  as  is  a  nurie's  long 

Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  afleep. 

Aar,  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  your  defires8 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine: 
What  fignifies  my  deadly  ftanding  eye, 
My  filence,  and  my  cloudy  melancholy, 
My  fleece  of  woolly  hair,  that  now  uncurls, 
Even  as  an  adder  when  me  doth  unrowl 
To  do  fome  fatal  execution  ? 
No,  Madam,  thefe  are  no  venereal  figns? 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 
Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head* 
Hark,  Tamora,  (the  Emprefs  of  my  foul, 
Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  refts  in  thee) 
This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  BaJJianus  5 
His  Philomel  mull  lofe  her  tongue  to-day, 
Thy  fons  make  pillage  of  her  chaftity, 
And  warn  their  hands  in  BaJJianus''  blood. 
Seeft  thou  this  letter  ?  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee, 
And  give  the  King  this  fatal- plotted  fcrowl  j 
Now  queftion  me  no  more,  we  are  efpied  \ 
Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty, 
Which  dread  not  yet  their  lives  deftrudtion. 

Tarn,  Ah,  my  fweet  Moor,  fweeter  to  me  than  life! 

Aar,  No  more,  great  Emprefs  5  BaJJianus  comes  3 
Be  crofs  with  him,  and  1*11  go  fetch  thy  Lns 
To  back  thy  quarrel?,  whatice'er  they  be.  [Exit. 
SCENE    V.     Enter  Baflianus  and  Lavinia. 

Baf.  Whom  have  we  here?  Rome**  royal  Emperefs? 
UufurniiVd  of  her  well- befeeming  troops? 

Or 
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Or  is  it  Dian  habited  like  her, 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  groves, 
To  fee  the  general  hunting  in  this  fore  ft  ? 

"Tarn.  Sawcy  controller  of  our  private  fteps! 
Had  I  the  power  that  fome  fay  Dian  had, 
Thy  temples  mould  be  planted  prefently 
With  horns,  as  witjiBaoa's,  and  the  houndi 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new- transformed  limbs, 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art. 

Lav,  Under  your  patience,  gentle  Emperefs, 
*Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  horning  y 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  fingled  forth  to  try  experiments : 
Jovs  mield  your  hufband  from  his  hounds  to-day! 
"Tis  pity  they  fhould  take  him  for  a  Hag. 

Baf.  Believe  me,  Queen,  your  fwarth  Cimmcria  \ 
Doth  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  hue, 
j  Spotted,  detefted  and  abominable. 
Why  are  you  fecfueftred  from  all  your  train  ? 
Demounted  from  your  mow- white  goodly  deed, 
,  And  wanderM  hither  to  an  obfeure  plot, 
.  Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 
',  If  foul  defire  had  not  conducted  you  ? 

Lav,  And  being  interrupted  in  your  fport, 
•  Great  reafon  that  my  noble  Lord  be  rated 
',  For  famine fs.       1 1  pray  you,  let  us  hence, 
,  And  let  her  joy  her  raven- colourM  love  ; 
j  This  valley  fits  the  purpofe  palling  well. 

Baf  The  King  my  brother  mall  have  note  of  this. 
Lav,  Ay,  for  thefe  flips  have  made  him  noted  long, 
Oood  King,  to  be  fo  mightily  abufed ! 

Tarn.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this  ? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 
Dem.  How  now,  dear  fovereign  and  our  gracious  mother, 
Why  does  your  Highnefs  look  fo  pale  and  wan  ? 

Tarn,  Have  I  not  reafon,  think  you,  to  look  pale? 
Tbefe  two  have  tie'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
A  barren  detefted  vale  you  fee  it  is. 
The  trees,  tho*  fummer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean,  , 
O'er- come  with  mofs,  and  baleful  rmifelco* 

C  3  Here 
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Here  never  mines  the  fun,  here  nothing  breeds, 

Unlefs  the  nightly  owl,  or  fatal  raven. 

And  when  they  fhew'd  me  this  abhorred  pit, 

They  told  me,  here  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 

A  thoufand  fiends,  a  thoufand  hilTing  makes, 

Ten  thoufand  fwelhng  toads,  as  many  urchins, 

Would  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufed  ciies, 

As  any  mortal  body  hearing  it, 

Should  ftraight  fall  mad,  or  elfe  die  fuddenly. 

No  fooner  had  they  told  this  hellifh  tale, 

But  ftraight  they  told  me  they  would  bind  me  here, 

Unto  the  body  of  a  difmal  yew, 

And  leave  me  to  this  miferable  death. 

And  then  they  call  me  foul  adulterefs, 

Lafcivious  GW2>,  and  all  the  bitterer!  termt 

That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  fuch  effec>. 

And  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come, 

This  vengeance  on  rre  had  they  executed: 

Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  life, 

Or  be  ye  not  from  henceforth  call'd  my  children. 

Dem.  This  is  a  witnefsthat  I  am  thy  fon.  [Sta&Ba  111  anus. 

Cbi.  And  this  for  me,  ftruck  home  to  fhew  my  (trength. 

[Stabs  bim. 

Lav.  Ay,  come,  Semiramisy — nay,  barbarous  Tamota, 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own. 

Tarn,  Give  me  thy  poniard  ;  you  mall  know,  my  boys, 
Your  mother's  hand  mall  right  your  mothers  wrong. 

Dem.  Stay,  Madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her  $ 
Firfr,  thrafh  the  corn,  then  after  burn  the  ftraw : 
This  minion  ftood  upon  her  chaftity, 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty, 
And  with  that  painted  cope  me  braves  your  mightinefs  J 
And  mall  me  carry  this  unto  her  grave  ? 

Cbi.  An  if  me  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  hufband  to  feme  fecret  hole, 
And  make  this  dead  drunk  pillow  to  our  luft. 

Tarn,  But  when  you  have  the  hony  you  defire, 
Let  not  this  wafp  out- live,  us  both  to  fling. 

Cbi.  I  warrant,  Madam,  we  will  make  that  fure  ; 
Come,  miftrefs,  now  perfcree  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preferved  honcfly  of  yours*  Lav. 
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Lav.  O  Tamora,  thou  bear'ft  a  woman's  face  ■ 

Tarn.  I  will  not  hear  her  fpeak  j  away  with  her ! 

Lav.  Sweet  Lords,  intreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word— - 

Dem.  Liften,  fair  Madam,  let  it  be  your  glory 
To  fee  her  tears ;  but  be  your  heart  to  them, 
As  unrelenting  flints  to  drops  of  rain. 

Lav.  When  did  the  tyger's  young  ones  teach  the  dam  } 
O  do  not  teach  her  wrath,  ihe  taught  it  thee. 
The  milk  thou  fuck'dft  from  her  did  turn  to  marble  ; 
Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadft  thy  tyranny. 
Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  fons  alike  ; 
Do  thou  intreat  her,  mew  a  woman  pity* 

Cbi.  What!  would'ftthouhaverr.e  prove  my  felf  abaft.ird  ? 

Lav.  'Tis  true,  the  raven  doth  not  hatrh  a  lark; 
Yet  have  I  heard,  (O  could  I  find  it  now!) 
The  lion,  mov*d  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away. 
Some  fay,  that  ravens  fofter  forlorn  children, 
The  whilft  their  own  birds  famifh  in  their  neflss 
Oh  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  fay  no, 
Nothing  fo  kind,  but  fomething  pitiful. 

Tarn.  I  know  not  what  it  means  ;  away  with  her. 

Lav.  Oh  let  me  teach  thee  for  my  father's  ftke, 
(That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  flam  thee] 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

'Tarn.  Hadft  thou  in  perfon  ne'er  offended  me, 
Even  for  his  fake  am  I  now  pitilefs: 
Remember,  boys,  I  pourM  forth  tears  in  vain-, 
To  fave  your  brother  from  the  facrifice  j 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent : 
Therefore  away  and  ufe  her  as  you  will, 
The  worfe  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lav.  O  "Tamora,  be  call'd  a  gentle  Queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place: 
For  'tis  not  life  that  I  have  begM  fe  long  ; 
Poor  I  was  (lain  when  Bajfianus  dy'd. 

Tarn,  What  begg' It  thou  then  ?  fond  woman,  let  me  go. 

Lav.  *Tis  prefent  death  I  beg,  and  one  thing  more, 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 
Q  keep  me  from  their  worfe- than- killing  luft, 

Ani 
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And  tumble  me  into  fome  loathfome  pit, 
Where  never  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body: 
Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

Tarn,  So  mould  I  rob  my  fweet  fons  of  their  fee. 
No  ;  let  them  fatisfy  their  luft  on  thee. 

Dm,  Away !  for  thou  haft  ftaid  us  here  too  long. 

Lav,  No  grace  ?  no  womanhood  ?  ah  beaftly  creature ! 
The  blot  and  enemy  of  our  general  name  I 
Confufion  fall — — ■ 

tbi.  Nay,  then  I'll  flop  your  mouth  bring  thou  her 

hufband :  [Dra£g**g  °ff  Lavinia. 

This  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him.  [Exeunt, 

Tarn,  Farewel,  my  fons ;  fee  that  ye  make  her  fure. 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed, 
'Till  all  th1  Andronici  be  made  away. 
Now  will  I  hence  to  feek  my  loveiy  Mour, 
And  let  my  fpleenful  fons  this  trull  derlour.  [Exit* 
SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Aaron  ivitb  Quintus  and  Marcus. 

Aar,  Come  on,  my  Lords,  the  better  foot  before  \ 
Strait  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathfome  pit, 
Where  I  efpied  the  Panther  faft  afleep. 

Quin.  My  fight  is  very  dull,  whatever  it  bodes. 

Mar,  And  mine,  I  promife  you  5  were't  not  for  ftiame, 
Well  could  I  leave  our  fpoit  to  fleep  a  while. 

[Marcus  falls  into  the  pit* 

S%uin.  What,  art  thou  fall'n?  what  fubtle  hole  is  this, 
Whofe  mouth  is  cover'd  with  rude- growing  briars, 
Upon  whofe  leaves  are  drops  of  newr  flied  blood, 
As  frefli  as  morning  dew  diftill'd  on  flowers  ? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  feems  to  me : 
Speak,  brother,  haft  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall? 

Mar,  Q  brother,  with  the  difmalleft  object 
That  ever  eye,  with  fight,  made  heart  lament. 

Aar,  Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to  find  them  here, 
That  he  thereby  may  have  the  likely  guefs, 
How  thefe  were  they  that  made  away  his  brother. 

[Exit  Aaron, 

SCENE  VII. 
Mar,  \Vhy  dofl  not  comfort  mea  and  help  me  out 

From 


Titus  Andronicus.  29 

5roTTj  this  unhallow'd  and  blcod-ltained  hole  ? 

Quin.  I  am  furprized  with  an  uncouth  fear; 
A  killing  fweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  joints  ; 
7Ay  heart  fufpe&s  moie  than  mine  eye  can  fee. 

Alar.  To  prove  thou  haft  a  true  divining  heart, 
Aaron  and  thou,  look  down  into  the  den, 
And  fee  a  fearful  fight  of  blood  and  death, 

S^uin.  Aaron  is  gone,  and  my  companionate  heart 
Wiii  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  furmife: 
O  tell  me  how  it  is ;  for  ne'er  'till  now 
Was  I  a  child  to  fear  I  krrow  not  what. 

Mar.  Lord  Bajfianus  lyes  embrewed  here, 
AH  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  flaughter'd  lamb, 
In  this  detefted,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 

Shift,  If  it  be  dark,  how  doft  thou  know  'tis  he? 
.  Mar.  Upon  thi:  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole: 
Which  like  a  taper  in  fome  monument, 
Doth  mine  upon  the  dead  man*s  earthy  cheeks, 
And  (hews  the  ragged  intrails  of  this  pit. 
So  pale  did  fhine  the  moon  on  Pyramus, 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood. 

0  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand 
(If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath) 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle, 

As  hateful  as  Cocytus>  mifty  mouth* 

^utn.  Rea:h  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help  thee  out; 
Or  wanting  ftrength  to  do  thee  fo  much  good, 

1  may  be  pluck'd  into  the  fwallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  BajJianuC  grave. 

I  have  no  ftrength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  hrink. 

Mar.  And  I  no  ftrength  to  climb  without  thy  help, 

Quin.  Thy  hand  once  more  I  will  not  lofe  again, 
*Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below. 
Thou  canft  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee.      [Fall*  in. 

SCENE    VIII.      Enter  the  Emperor  and  Aaron. 

Sat.  Along  with  me,  I'll  lee  what  hole  is  here, 
And  what  he  is  that  now  is  leap'd  into't. 
Say,  who  art  thou  that  lately  didft  defcend 

Int* 
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Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Mar.  Th*  unhappy  fon  of  old  Andronlcut, 
Brought  hither  in  a  moft  unlucky  hour, 
To  find  thy  brother  BaJJianus  dead. 

Sat.  My  brother  dead?  I  know  thou  dofi  but  je(U 
He  and  his  Lady  both  are  at  the  lodge, 
Upon  the  north- fide  of  this  pleafant  chafe  ; 
"Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  there. 

Mar.  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive, 
Eut  out,  alas,  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

Enter  Tamora,  Andronicus,  and  Lucius. 

Tarn.  Where  is  my  Lord  the  King? 

Sat.  Here,  Tamora,  though  griev'd  with  killing  grief. 

Tarn.  Where  is  thy  brother  Bajfianus  ? 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  doft  thou  fearch  my  wound  j 
Poor  BaJJianus  here  lyes  murthered. 

Tarn.  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ, 
The  complot  of  this  timelefs  tragedy  j 
And  wonder  greatly  that  man's  face  can  fold 
la  plealing  fmiles  fuch  murderous  tyranny. 

[She  giveth  Saturninus  a  letter, 

Saturninus  reads  the  letter, 
An  if  we  mrfsto  meet  him  handfomely, 
Sweet  bunt/man,  Bafiianus  "'tis  we  mean. 
Do  thou  fo  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  him. 
Thou  know' ft  our  meaning  :  look  for  thy  reward 
Among  the  nettles  at  the  eider-  tree 
Which  over-Jhades  the  mouth  of  that  fame  pit, 
Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Baffianus. 
Do  this,  and  purchafe  us  thy  lafting  friends. 

Sat.  Oh  Tamora,  was  ever  heard  the  like  ? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder- tree : 
Look,  Sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntfman  out, 
That  mould  have  murther'd  Bajfianus  here. 

Aar,  My  gracious  Lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold. 

Sat.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  curs  of  bloody  kind, 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life.    '        [To  Titus# 
Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prifon, 
There  let  them  bide  until  we  have  devis'd 

Some 
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§or*e  never- heard -of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tarn.  What,  are  they  in  this  pit  ?  oh  wondrous  thing ! 
How  eafiiy  murder  is  discovered  ! 

T/Y.  High  Emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  ihed, 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurfed  fons, 
(Accurfed,  if  the  fault  be  proved  in  them——) 

Sat,  If  it  be  proved  ?  you  fee  it  is  apparent. 
Who  found  this  letter,  Tamora,  was  it  you  ? 

Tarn.  Andronicus  himfelf  did  take  it  up. 

Tit,  I  did,  my  Lord:  yet  let  me  be  their  bail. 
For  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb  I  vow 
They  (hall  be.  ready  at  your  Highnefs'  will, 
To  anfwer  their  fuipicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat,  Thou  (halt  not  bail  them  :  fee  thou  follow  me : 
Some  bring  the  murther'd  body,  fome  the  murtherers. 
Let  them  not  fpeak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain  ; 
For,  by  my  foul,  were  there  worfe  end  than  death, 
That  end  upon  them  mould  be  executed. 

Tam.  Andronicus,  I  will  entreat  the  King  5 
Fear  not  thy  fons,  they  fliall  do  well  enough. 

Tit,  Come,  Lucius,  come,  Hay  not  to  talk  with  them. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IX. 
Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  with  Lavinia,  her  hands  cut 
off,  and  her  tongue  cut  out,  and  ravijhed. 
Dem.  So  now  go  tell  (an  if  thy  tongue  can  fpeak) 
Who  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue,  and  ravifh'd  thee. 

Chi,  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning  fo, 
And  (if  thy  flumps  will  let  thee)  play  the  Scribe. 
Dem,  See  how  with  figns  and  tokens  Ihe  can  lcrowle. 
Chi,  Go  home,  call  for  fweet  water,  wafti  thy  hands. 
Dem.  She  has  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wa(h  j 
And  fo  let's  leave  her  to  her  filent  walks. 

Chi.  If  'twere  my  cafe,  I  mould  go  hang  my  felf. 
Dem.  If  thou  ha jft  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE    X.     Enter  Marcus  to  Lavinia, 
Mar.  Who's  this,  my  niece,  that  flies  away  fo  fall? 
Coufuj,  a  word  j  where  is  your  hufband  ?  fay; 

If 
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If  I  do  dream,  would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me  3 
If  I  do  wake,  feme  planet  ftrike  me  down, 
That  I  may  flumber  in  eternal  fleep  ! 
Speak,  gentle  niece,  what  ftern  ungentle  hands 
Have  lop'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  her  two  branches,  thofe  fweet  ornaments, 
Whofe  circling  fhadows  Kings  have  fought  to  fleep  in. 
And  might  not  gain  fo  great  a  happineis, 
As  have  thy  love  ?  why  doft  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 
Alas,  a  crimfon  river  of  warm  blood, 
Like  to.  a  bubbling  fountain  ftirr'd  with  wind, 
Doth  rife  and  fall  between  thy  rofie  lips, 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 
But  fure  fome  Tereus  hath  defloured  thee, 
And  left  thou  fhou'dft  detect  him,  cut  thy  tongue* 
Ah,  now  thou  turn'ft  away  thy  face  for  ihame: 
And  notwithftanding  all  this  tafs  of  blood, 
(As  from  a  conduit  with  three  iffuing  fpouts) 
Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  face, 
Blufhing  to  be  encountred  with  a  cloud. 
Shall  I  fpeak  for  thee  ?  mall  I  fay,  'tis  fo  ? 
Oh  that  I  knew  thy  heart,  and  knew  the  beali, 
That  I  might  rail  at  him  to  eafe  my  mind ! 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  ftopt, 
Dath  burn  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 
JFair  Philomela,  me  but  left  her  tongue, 
And  in  a  tedious  fampler  few'd  her  mir.d. 
But  lovely  niece,  that  ocean  is  cut  from  thee  j 
A  craftier  Tereus  haft  thou  met  withal, 
And  he  hath  cut  thofe  pretty  fingers  off 
That  could  have  better  few'd  than  Philomel, 
Oh  had  the  monfter  feen  thofe  hlly  hands 
Tremble,  like  afpen  leaves,  upon  a  lute, 
And  make  the  filken  firings  delight  to  kifs  them, 
He  would  not  then  have  touched  them  for  his  life. 
Or  had  he  heard  the  heav'nly  harmony, 
Which  that  fweet  tongue  of  th'ne  hath  often  made, 
'He  would  have  dropt  his  knife,  and  fall'n  afleep, 
As  Cerberus  at  the  Tbrac'tan  poet's  feet. 
Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind  $ 
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For  fuch  a  fight  will  blind  a  father's  eye. 

One  hour's  {t>rm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads, 

"What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes  ? 

Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee  : 

Oh  could  our  mourning  eafe  thy  mifery !  [Exeunt* 

ACT   III.       SCENE  I. 
A  Street  in  Rome. 
Enter  the  Judges  and  Senators,  *witb  Marcus  and  Qumtus 
bound ,  faffing  on  the  Stage  to  the  place  of  Execution,  and 
Titus  going  before,  pleading. 
Tit.  T  "I  EAR  me,  grave  fathers,  noble  Tribunes,  ftay, 
JL  J.  For  pity  of  mine  age,  wHofe  youth  was  fpenfc 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilft  you  fecurcly  ftept: 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  fhed# 
For  all  the  frofty  nights  that  I  have  watcht, 
Arid  for  thefe  bitter  tears,  which  you  now  fee 
Filling  the  nged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks, 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  fons, 
Whofe  fouls  are  not  corrupted,  as  'tis  thought. 
For  two  and  twenty  fons  I  never  v/ept, 
Becaufe  they  died  in  honour's  lofty  bed. 

[Andronicus  lytth  down,  and  the  Judges  pafs  by  lim* 
For  thefe,  thefe,  Tribunes,  in  the  duft  1  write 
My  heart's  deep  languor,  and  my  foul's  fad  tears: 
Let  my  tears  ftanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite, 
My  fons  Iweet  blood  will  make  it  ihame  and  blufli : 
O  earth  !  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain,  [Exeunt* 
That  (hall  diftil  from  thefe  two  ancient  urns, 
Than  youthful  April  {hall  with  all  his  fhowers  \ 
In  fumme'i's  drought  I'll  drop  upon  thee  ftill, 
In  winter  with  warm  tears  I'll  melt  the  fnow, 
And  keep  eternal  fpring  time  on  thy  face, 
So  thou  refufe  to  drink  my  dear  fons  blood. 

Enter  Lucius  ivith  bis  fivord  drawn* 
Oh  reverend  Tribunes  !  gentle  aged  men  !  , 
Unb'nd  my  fons,'  reverfe  the  doom  of  death, 
And  let  me  fay  (that  never  wept  before) 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 

Lvc.  Oli  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vaity 
Vo^VIII.  P  Th* 
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The  Tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by, 
And  you  recount  your  forrows  to  a  {lone. 

Tit.  Ah  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead 
Grave  Tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you— — 
Luc,  My  gracious  Lord,  no  Tribune  hears  you  fpeak, 
Tit.  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  man  ;  if  they  did  hear, 
They  would  not  mark  me  :  or  if  they  did  mark, 
They  would  not  pity  me.  ■  > 
Therefore  I  tell  my  forrows  to  the  ftones, 
Who,  tho>  they  cannot  anfwer  my  diftrefs, 
Yet  in  fome  fort  are  better  than  the  Tribunes, 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale  j 
When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  feet 
Receive  my  tears,  and  feem  to  weep  with  me  J 
And  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rome  could  afford  no  Tribune  like  to  thefe. 
A  ftone  is  as  foft  wax,  Tribunes  more  hard  than  ftoness 
A  ftone  is  filent,  and  offendeth  not, 
And  Tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death. 
But  wherefore  ftand'fl:  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn  ? 

Luc.  To  refcue  my  two  brothers  from  their  death  $ 
For  which  attempt,  the  judges  have  pronounc'd 
My  everlafting  doom  of  banimment. 

Tit.  Oh  happy  man,  they  have  befriended  thee; 
Why,  foolim  Lucius,  doll  thou  not  perceive, 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wildernefs  of  tygers  ? 
Tygers  muft  prey,  and  Rome  affords  no  prey 
But  me  and  mine  5  how  happy  art  thou  then, 
From  thefe  devourers  to  be  bani/hed  ? 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here  ? 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinia. 

Mar,  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep, 
Or  if  not  fo,  thy  noble  heart  to  break  : 
J  bring  confuming  furrow  to  thine  age.  • 

Tit.  Will  it  eonfume  me  ?  let  me  fee  it  thea. 

Mar.  This  was  thy  daughter. 

\Tit,  Why,  Marcus,  fo  fne  is, 

Luc,  Ah  me,  this  object  kills  me. 

Tit.  Faint-hearted  boy,  arife  and  look  upon  her  J 
Speak,  my  Lavinia,  what  accurfed  hand 
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Hath  made  thee  handlefs,  in  thy  father's  fpight: 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  fea  ? 
Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright- burning  Troy  f 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'ft, 
And  now  like  Ntlus  it  difdaineth  bounds  : 
Give  me  a  fword,  I'll  chop  off  my  hands  too, 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain: 
And  they  have  nursM  this  woe,  in  feeding  life  & 
In  bootlefs  prayer  have  they  been  held  up, 
And  they  have  ferv'd  me  to  efFectlefs  ufe. 
Now  all  the  fervice  I  require  of  them, 
Is  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other: 
'Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  hurt  no  hands, 
For  hands  to  do  Roma  fervice  are  but  vain. 

Luc.  Speak,  gentle  fifter,  who  hath  martyr'd  thee? 

Mar.  O  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts, 
That  blab'd  them  with  fuch  pleafirg  eloquence, 
It  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage, 
Where  like  a  fweet  melodious  bird  it  fung 
Sweet  various  notes,  inchanting  every  ear, 

Luc.  Oh  fay  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  deed  ? 

Mar.  Oh  thus  I  found  her  ftraying  in  the  park, 
Seeking  to  hide  her  felf,  as  doth  the  deer 
That  hath  receiv'd  fome  unrecuring  wound. 

Tit.  It  was  my  deer,  and  he  that  wounded  her 
Hath  hurt  me  more  than  had  he  kilPd  me  dead: 
For  now  I  (land,  as  one  upon  a  rock, 
Environ'd  with  a  wildernefs  of  fea, 
Who  marks  the  Waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave, 
Expecting  ever  when  fome  envious  furge 
Will  in  his  brinifh  bowels  fwallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  fons  are  gone : 
Here  (lands  my  other  fon,  a  banifiVd  man, 
And  here  my  brother  weeping  at  my  woes. 
But  that  which  gives  my  foul  the  greateft  fpurn, 
lis  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  foul     1  ■ 
Had  I  but  feen  thy  picture  in  this  plight, 
It  would  have  madded  me.    What  mail  1  do, 
Now  I  behold  thy  lively  body  lb  ? 
Thou  haft  no  hands  to  wipe  away  thy  tears, 
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Nor  tongue  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  5 
Thy  hulband  he  is  dead  5  and  for  his  death 
Thy  brothers  are  condemned,  and  dead  by  this. 
Look,  Marcus,  ah,  fon  Lucius,  look  on  her; 
When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  frelh  tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks,  as  doth  the  honey  dew, 
Upon  a  gather'd  lilly  almoft  witherM. 

Mar.Pei&ancz  ftie  weeps  becaufe  they  kill' d  her  hufbancL 
Perchance  becaufe  me  knows  them  innocent. 

Tit.  If  they  did  kill  thy  hufband,  then  be  joyful, 
Becaufe  the  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them. 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  fo  foul  a  deed, 
Witnefs  the  forrow  that  their  fifter  makes. 
Gentle  La*uiniay  let  me  kifs  thy  lips, 
Or  make  fome  figns  how  I  may  do  thee  eafes 
Shall  thy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 
Ana  thou  and  I  fit  round  about  fome  fountain, 
Looking  all  downwards  to  behold  our  cheeks, 
How  they  are  ftain'd  like  meadows  yet  not  dry 
With  miry  flime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 
And  in  the  fountain  mall  we  ga^e  fo  long, 
'Till  the  frefh  tafte  be  taken  from  that  clearnefs, 
And  made  a  brine- pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ? 
Or  mall  we  cut  away  our  hands  like  thine  ? 
Or  mall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  mews 
Pafs  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  clays  ? 
What  mall  we  do  ?  let  us  that  have  our  tongues 
Plot  feme  device  of  further  mifery, 
To  make  us  wondred  at  in  time  to  come. 

Luc,  Sweet  father,  ceafe  your  tears,  for  at  your  grief 
£ee  how  my  wretched  fifter  fobs  and  weeps. 

Mar,  Patience,  dear  niece  ;  good  Titus,  dry  thine  eyes* 

Tit.  Ah  Marcus,  Marcus,  brother,  well  I  wot 
Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine, 
For  thou,  poor  man,  haft  drown'd  it  with  thine  own* 

Luc,  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

Tit.  Mark,  Marcus,  mark  ;  I  underftand  her  figns  j 
fTad  ihe  a  tongue  to  fpeak,  now  would  me  fay 
That  to  her  brother  which^I  faid  to  thee. 
His  napkin  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet, 

Can 
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Can  do  no  fervice  on  her  forrowful  cheeks, 
Oh  what  a  fympathy  of  woe  is  this  I 
As  far  from  help  as  limbo  is  from  blifs, 

SCENE    III.     Enter  Aaron. 

Aar,  Titus  Andronicus,  my  Lord  the  Emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word,  that  if  thou  love  thy  fons, 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thy  felf,  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you  chop  off  your  hand, 
And  fend  it  to  the  King  ;  he  for  the  fame 
Will  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  fons  alive, 
And  that  mall  be  the  ranforo  for  their  fault. 

Tit.  Oh  gracious  Emperor!  oh  gentle  Aaron! 
Did  ever  raven  fing  fo  like  a  lark, 
That  gives  fwe'et  tidings  of  the  fun's  uprife  ? 
With  all  my  heart,  I'll  fend  the  Emperor 
My  hand ;  good  Aaron,  wilt  thou  chop  it  off? 

Luc.  Stay,  father,  for  that  noble  hand  of  thine, 
That  hath  thrown  down  fo  many  enemies, 
Shall  not  be  fent  j  my  hand  will  ferve  the  turn. 
My  youth  can  better  fp'are  my  blood  than  you, 
And  therefore  mine  mall  fave  my  brothers  lives. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rcmt, 
And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battel- ax, 
Writing  deftruclion  on  the  enemies  ca/k  ? 
Oh  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  defert: 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle,  let  it  ferve 
To  ranfom  my  two  nephews  from  their  death, 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Aar.  Nay,  come,  agree  whofe  hand  mall  go  along, 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 

Mar.  My  hand  mall  go. 

Luc.  By  heav'n,  it  mall  not  go. 

Tit.  Sirs,  flrive  no  more,  fuch  withered  herbs  as  thefe 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc.  Sweet  father,  if  I  mill  be  thought  thy  fon, 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Mar,  And  for  our  father's  fake,  and  mother's  ca/e, 
Now  let  me  mew  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

Tit.  Ae,ree  between  you,  I  will  fpars  my  hand* 

Luc,  TheQ  I'll  go  fetch  an  ax. 
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Mar.  But  I  will  ufe  it.      [Exeunt  Lucius  and  Ufarcus. 

Tie.  Come  hither,  Aaron,  I'll  deceive  them  both  j 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

Aar.  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honeft, 
And  never  whilft  I  live  deceive  men  fo. 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  fort, 
And  that  you'll 'fay  ere  half  an  hour  pafs.  [AJide. 

[He  cuts  off  Titus's  band. 
En\er  Lucius  and  Marcus  again. 

Tit.  Now  flay  your  ftrife  j  what  fhall  be,  k  difpattht: 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  Majelty  my  hand; 
*Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  watded  him 
From  thoufand  dangers,  bid  him  bury  it: 
More  hath  it  merited  ?  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  fons,  fay,  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  price, 
And  yet  dear  too,  becaufe  I  bought  mine  cwn# 

Aar.  I  go,  AndronicuSf  and  for  thy  hand 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  fons  with  thee : 

Their  heads  I  mean.  Oh,  how  this  villainy  [Afide. 

Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thought  of  it ! 
Let  foojs  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  foul  black  like  his  face.  [Exit. 
SCENE  IV. 

7/7.  O  hear !  1  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heav'n, 

And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth  5 

If  any  Power  pities  wretched  tears, 

To  that  I  call :  What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me? 

t)o  then,  dear  heart,  for  heav'n  majl  hear  our  prayers, 

Or  with  our  fighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim, 

And  ftain  the  fun  with  fog?,'  as  fometime  clouds 

Whtn  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bofoms. 

Mar.  Oh  brother,  fpeak  with  pfclfibilities, 
And  do  not  break  into  ihefe  two  extreams. 

Tit.  Is  not  my  forrow  deep,  having  no  bottom  ? 
Then  be  my'paffions  bottomlefs  with  them. 

Ma.r.  But  yet  let  reafon  govern  thy  lament. 

lit.  If  ihere  were  reafon  for  thefe  miferies, 
Then  into  limits  cOuid  I  bind  my  woes. 
'Whea  heav'n  doth  wecp>  doth  not  the  earth  overflow  \ 
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If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  fea  wax  mad, 
Threatning  the  welkin  with  his  big-fwoln  face  ? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reaion  for  this  coil  ? 
I  am  the  fea,  hark  how  her  fighs  do  blow  ? 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth: 
Then  mull  my  fea  be  moved  with  her  fighs, 
Then  mull  my  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflowed  and  drown* d  : 
For  why,  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes, 
But  like  a  drunkard  mult  I  vomit  them  j 
Then  give  me  leave,  for  lofers  will  have  leave 
To  eafe  their  ftomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger  bringing  in  two  beads  and  a  band, 

Mef.  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  art  thou  repay'd 
For  that  good  hand  thou  feat' it  the  Emperor  j 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  fons, 
And  here's  thy  hand  in  fcorn  to  thee  fent  back  ; 
Thy  grief's  their  fport,  thy  rcfolution  mocki: 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes, 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.  [Exit, 

Mar.  Now  let  hot  JEtna  cool  in  Sicily , 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell! 
Thefe  miferies  are  more  than  may  be  born. 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  eafe  fome  deal, 
But  forrow  flouted  at  is  double  death. 

Luc.  Ah  that  this  fight  mould  make  fo  deep  a  wound, 
And  yet  detefted  life  not  fhrink  thereat ; 
That  ever  death  mould  let  life  bear  his  name, 
Where  life  hath  no  more  intereft  but  to  breathe! 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kifs  is  comfortlefs, 
As  frozen  water  to  a  ftarved  fnake. 

Tit,  When  will  this  fearful  flumber  have  an  end? 

Mar.  Now  farewel  flattery !  die,  Andronicus  ; 
Thou  dolt  not  flumber  j  fee  thy  two  fons  heads, 
Thy  warlike  hand,  thy  mangled  daughter  here  j 
Thy  other  baninYd  fon  with  this  dire  fight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodlefs,  and  thy  brother  I, 
Even  like  a  ftony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah  now  no  more  will  I  controul  thy  griefs, 
Rend  off  thy  filver  hair,  thy  other  Iur\d 

Gnaw- 
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Gnawing  with  thy  teeth,  and  be  this  difmal  fight 
The  clofing  up  of  our  molt  wretched  eyes ; 
Now  is  a  time  to  ftorm,  why  art  thou  frill  ? 
Tit,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ?  it  fits  not  with  this  hour. 
Why  I  have  not  another  tear  to  med  $ 
Befides,  this  forrow  is  an  enemy, 
And  would  ufurp  upon  my  watry  eyes, 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears ; 
Then  which  way  mall  I  find  Revenge's  cave  ? 
For  thefe  two  heads  do  feem  to  fpeak  to  me, 
And  threat  me,  I  mail  never  come  to  blifs, 
*Till  all  thefe  mifchiefs  be  return'd  again, 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  therm 
Come  let  me  fee  what  tafk  I  have  to  do— — 
You  heavy  people,  circle  me  about, 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 
And  fwe3r  unto  my  foul  to  right  your  wrongs. 
The  vow  is  made  ;  come,  brother,  take  a  head, 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear  j 
Lai'ima,  thou  malt  be  employed  in  thefe  things  j 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  fweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth  j 
As  for  thee,  boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  fight, 
Thou  art  an  exile,  and  mull  not  ftay. 
Hie  to  the  Gotbs,  and  raife  an  army  there  5 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do, 
Let's  kifs  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    V.     Manet  Lucius. 

Luc,  Farewel,  Andronkus,  my  noble  father, 
The  woful'ft  man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome  5 
Farewel,  proud  Rome  ;  'till  Lucius  come  again, 
He  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life  5 
Farewel,  Lavinia,  my  noble  fitter, 
O  would  thou  wert  as  thou  tofcre  haft  been ! 
But  now  nor  Lucius  nor  Lavinia  lives, 
But  in  oblivion  and  hateful  griefs  5 
If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs, 
And  make  proud  Satuminus  and  his  Emprefs 
Beg  at  the  gates  like  Yarquin  and  his  Qneen* 
Now  will  I  to  the  Gotbs  and  raife  a  power, 
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To  be  revengM  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.         [Exit  Lucii 
•SCENE  VI. 
An  Apartment  in  Titus'j  Houfe.    A  Banquet. 

Enter  Titus,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and  the  Boy  Lucius, 

Tit.  So,  fo,  now  fit,  and  look  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preferve  juft  fo  much  ftrength  in  us, 
As  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unknit  that  forrow-wreathen  knot ; 
Thy  niece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands, 
And  cannot  palfionate  cur  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  arms.    This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breaft, 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  mifery, 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prifon  of  my  flelh, 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down.-— 
Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thus  doft  talk  in  figns, 
When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outragious  beating, 
Thou  canft  not  ftiike  it  thus  to  make  it  ftill  ', 
Wound  jt  with  fighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans  j 
Or  get  fbme  little  knife  between  thy  teeth, 
And  juft  ag-iinft  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole, 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall 
May  run  into  that  fink,  and  foaking  in, 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  fea  fait  tears# 

Mar.  Fie,  brother,  fie,  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Sqch  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit.  How  now !  has  forrow  made  thee  doat  already  ? 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  mould  be  mad  but  I  j 
What  violent  hands  can  me  lay  on  her  life  ? 
Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands  ? 
To  bid  JEneas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er, 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miferable  ? 
O  handle  not  the  theme,  no  talk  of  hands, 
Left  we  remerrber  ftill  that  we  have  none. 
Fie,  fie,  how  frantickly  I  fquare  my  talk, 
As  if  we  fhould  forget  we  had  no  hands, 
If  Marcus  did  not  name  tlv  word  of  hands? 
Come,  let's  fall  to  j  and,  g(  ntle  girl,  eat  this. 
Here  is  no  drink  i  hark.  Marcus,  what  fhe  fays, 
•  This  fcene  is  not  in  the  old  edition. 
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I  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  figns  5 

She  fays,  me  drinks  no  ether  drink  but  tears, 

Brew'd  with  her  forrows,  mem'd  upon  her  cheeks. 

Speechlefs  complaint  —  O  I  will  learn  thy  thought* 

In  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  perfect 

As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers. 

Thou  malt  not  figh,  nor  hold  thy  flumps  to  heav'n, 

Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  fign, 

But  I,  of  thefe,  will  wreft  an  alphabet, 

And  by  ftill  practice  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 

Boy,  Good  grandfire,  leave  thefe  bitter  deep  laments, 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  fome  pleafing  tale. 

Mar.  Alas,  the  tender  boy  in  paffion  mov'd, 
Doth  weep  to  fee  his  grandfire's  heavinefs. 

Tit.  Peace,  tender  fapling  j  thou  art  made  of  tears, 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. 

[Marcus  Jlrikes  the  dijb  with  a  knife* 
"What  doft  thou  ftrike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife  ? 

Mar.  At  that  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  Lord,  a  fly. 

Tit.  Out  on  thee,  murderer ;  thou  kill'ft  my  heart, 
Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny : 
A  deed  of  death  done  on  the  innocent 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother.    Get  thee  gone, 
I  fee  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.  Alas,  my  Lord,  I  have  but  kill'd  a  fly. 

Tit.  But?-T-how  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother? 
How  would  he  hang  his  llender  gilded  wings, 
And  buz  laments  and  dolings  in  the  air  ? 
Poor  harmlefs  fly, 

That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody, 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry, 
And  thou  haft  kill'd  him.  - 

Mar.  Pardon  me,  it  was  a  black  ill  -  favoured  flyr. 
Like  to  the  Emprefs'iMoor,  therefore  I  kill'd  him. 

Tit.  O,  O,  O, 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee, 
For  thou  haft  done  a  charitable  deed  j 
Give  me  thy  knife,  I  will  infult  on  him, 
Flattering  my  felf,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor 
Come  hither  purpofely  to  poifon  me, 

Theie'j 
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There's  for  thyfelf,  and  that's  for  Tamora  : 
Yet  ftill  I  think  we  are  not  brought  fo  low, 
But  that  between  us  we  can  kill  a  fly, 
That  comes  in  likenefs  of  a  coal-black  Moor, 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  man,  grief  has  fo  wrought  on  him, 
He  takes  falfe  madows  for  true  fubftances. 
Come,  take  away  5  Lavinia,  go  with  me, 
I'll  to  my  clofet,  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  dories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. 
Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me,  thy  fight  is  young, 
And  thou  malt  read  when  mine  begins  to  dazzle.  [Exeunt, 

A  C  T   IV.     SCENE  L 
Titus'*  Houfe. 

Enter  young  Lucius  and  Lavinia  running  after  him,  and  the 

Boy  fliti  from  her,  with  bis  books  under  bis  arm.  Enter 

Titus  and  Marcus. 
Boy.  T  TElp,  grandfire,  help!  my  aunt  Lavinia 

J.  JL  Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why* 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  fee  how  fwift  me  comes : 
Ahs,  fweet  aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius,  do  not  fear  thy  aunt. 

Tit.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  harm. 

Boy.  Ay,  when  my  father  was  in  Rome  fhe  did. 

Mar.  What  means  my  niece  Lavinia  by  thefe  figns  ? 

Tit.  Fea*r  thou  not,  Lucius,  fomewhat  doth  fhe  mean: 
See,  Lucius,  fee  how  much  fhe  makes  of  thee: 
Some  whither  would  fhe  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Rpad  to  her  fons,  than  fhe  hath  read  to  thee 
Sweet  poetry,  and  Tully's  oratory : 
Can' ft  thou  not  guefs  wherefore  Ihe  plies  thee  thus  ? 

Boy.  My  Lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  I  guefs, 
Unlefs  fome  fit  or  frenzie  do  polTefs  her  : 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandfire  fay  full  oft, 
Extremity  of  grief  would  make  men  mad. 
And  I  have  read,  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  forrow  j  that  made  me  to  fear  ; 
Although,  my  Lord,  I  know  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did, 
Acid  would  not,  but  in  fury ,  fright  my  youth,  Which 
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Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  flie, 
Caufelefs  perhaps  j  but  pardon  me,'  fweet  aunt, 
And,  Madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  moft  willingly  attend  your  Ladymip. 
Mar,  Lucius ,  I  will. 

Tit.  How  now,  Lavinia  f  Marcus,  what  means  this  f 
Some  book  there  is  that  me  defires  to  fee. 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  thefe  ?  open  them,  boy. 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  fkillM: 
Come  and  make  choice  of  all  my  library, 
And  fo  beguile  thy  forrow,  'tiil  the  heav'ns 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed : 
What  book  ? 

Why  lifts  {he  up  her  arms  in  fequence  thus  ? 

Mar.  I  think  me  means  that  there  was  more  than  one 
Confederate  in  the  fact.    Ay,  more  there  was : 
Or  elfe  to  heav'n  lhe  heaves  them,  for  revenge* 

27/,  Lucius ,  what  book  is  that  lhe  tofles  fo  ? 

Boy.  Grandfire,  'tis  Ovid's  Metamorfhojes  j 
My  mother  gave  it  me. 

Mar.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone, 
Perhaps  (he  cull'd  it  from  among  the  reft. 

7/V.  Soft!  See  how  bufily  me  turns  the  leaves! 
Help  her:  what  would  me  find  ?  Lavinia,  mail  I  readf- 
This  io  the  tragick  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus*  treafon  and  his  rape  ; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

Mar.  See,  brother,  fee,  note  how  lhe  quotes  the  leaves. 

Tit.  Lavinia,  wert  thou  thus  furpriz'd,  fweet  girl, 
Ravi/Vd  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Foi  c'd  in  the  ruthlefs,  vaft,  and  gloomy  woods  ? 
See,  fee  ;  

Ay,  fuch  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt, 
(O  had  we  never  never  hunted  there!) 
Patterned  by  that  the  poet  here  describes, 
By  nature  made  for  murders  and  for  rapes. 

Mar.  O  why  mould  nature  build  fo  foul  a  den, 
Unlefs  the  Gods  delight  in  tragedies ! 

Tit.  Give  figns,  fweet  girl,  for  here  are  none  but  friend*, 
Wiia*  Roman  Lord  it  was  duift  do  thx  deed  ; 

Or 
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Or  flunk  not  Saturnine  as  Tarquin  erft, 
That  left  the  camp  to  fin  in  hucrect1  bed  ? 

Mar.  Sit  down,  fweet  niece ;  brother,  fit  down  by  me. 
Apollo  y  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Infpire  me,  that  I  may  this  treafon  find. 
My  Lord,  look  here  5  look  here,  Lavinia.  , 
[He  writes  bis  name  with  his  flaff,  and  guides  it  with  hit 
feet  and  mouth. 
This  fandy  plot  is  plain  ;  guide,  if  thou  can'ft, 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  name, 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 
Curft  be  that  heart  that  fore'd  us  to  this  fhift ! 
Write  thou,  good  niece,  and  here  difplay  at  leaft, 
What  God  will  have  difcover'd  for  revenge  ; 
Heav*n  guide  thy  pen,  to  print  thy  forrows  plain, 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth! 

[She  takes  the  Jlajf  in  her  mouth,  and  guides  it  with  bef 

flumps,  and  writes. 
Tit.  Oh  do  you  read,  my  Lord,  what  me  hath  writ  ? 
Stuprum,  Chiron,  Demetrius. 

Mar,  What,  what !  —  the  luftful  fons  of  Tamora, 
Performers  of  this  hateful  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit.  Magne  Regnator  Poli, 
Tarn  lentus  audis  feeler  al  tarn  lent  us  vides! 

Mar,  Oh  calm  thee,  gentle  Lord  ;  although  I  know 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this^earth, 
To  ftir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildeft  thoughts, 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  Lord,  kneel  down  with  me:  Lavinia,  kneel, 
And  kneel,  fweet  boy,  the  Roman  He8or\  hope, 
And  fwear  with  me,  (as  with  the  woeful  peer 
And  father  of  that  chafte  difhonour'd  dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  fware  for  Lucrece"  rape) 
That  we  will  profecute  (by  good  advice) 
Mortal  revei.ec  upon  thefe  traiterous  Goths, 
And  fee  their  blood,  ere  die  with  this  reproach. 
Tit.  *Tis  fure  enough,  if  you  knew  how. 
,  But  if  you  hurt  thefe  bear-whelp?,  then  beware, 
The  dam  will  wake,  and  if  fhe  wind  you  once, 
She's  with  the  lion  Jecply  Hill  in  league, 

Vol,  VIII.  £  An! 
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And  lulls  him  w hi lft  me  playeth  on  her  back, 
And  when  ftie  fleeps  will  Jhe  do  what  fhe  lift. 
You're  a  young  huntfman,  Marcus,  let  it  alone  5 
And  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brafs, 
And  with  a  pad  of  fteel  will  write  thefe  words, 
And  lay  it  by  j  the  angry  northern  wind 
Will  blow  thefe  fands  like  SybiPs  leaves  abroad, 
And  where's  your  lefibn  then  ?  boy,  what  fay  ^OH  ! 

Boy,  I  fay,  my  Lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man, 
Their  mother's  bed-chamber  mould  not  be  fafe, 
For  thefe  bad  bond -men  to  the  yoak  of  Rome, 

Mar,  Ay,  that's  my  boy!  thy  father  hath  full  $ft 
For  this  ungrateful  country  done  the  like. 
Boy,  And,  uncle,  fo  will  I,  an  if  I  live* 
T/r.  Come,  go  with  me  into  my  armory. 
Lucius,  I'll  fit  thee,  and  withaj,  my  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  Emprefs'  fons 
JPrelents  that  I  intend  to  fend  them  both. 
Come,  come,  thou'lt  do  my  metfage,  wilt  thoy  not  ? 
Boy.  Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  bofom,  grand  fire. 
Tit.  No,  boy,  not  fo,  I'll  teach  thee  another  courfe. 
Lavinia,  come  5  Marcus,  look  to  my  houfe  5 
Luciut  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  Court, 
Ay,  marry  will  we,  Sir,  and  we'll  be  waited  on.  [Exeunt* 

Mar.  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  man  groan 
And  not  relent,  or  not  companion  him  ? 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecftaiie, 
That  hath  more  fears  of  forrow  in  his  heart 
Than  foe-mens^marks  upon  his  batter'd  ftiieid, 
But  yet's  fo  juft,  that  he  will  not  revenge ; 
Revenge,  oh  heav'ns,  for  old  Andronicus !  TExir, 

SCENE    II.     The  Palace. 
Enter  Aaron,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius  at  one  doer :  and  at 
another  door  young  Lucius  and  another,  with  a  bundle  of 
weapons  and  verfes  ivrit  upon  them. 
Chi,  Demetrius,  here's  the  fon  of  Lucius, 
He  hath  fome  meflage  to  deliver  us# 

Aar.  Ay,  fome  mad  meftage  from  his  mad  grandfather. 
Boy.  My  Lords,  with  all  the  huaiblenefs  I  may, 
T  greet  your  honours  from  Andronicus3 

And 
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And  pray  the  Roman  Gods  confound  you  both. 

Dent.  Gramercy,  lovely  Lucius,  what's  the  news  ? 

Boy.  That  you  are  both  dccypher'd  (that's  the  news) 
For  villains  mark'd  with  rape.    May  it  pleafe  you, 
My  grandfire  well  advis'd  hath  fent  by  me 
The  goodlieft  weapons  of  his  armory, 
To  gratifie  your  honourable  youth, 
The  hope  of  Rome ;  for  fo  he  bad  me  fay: 
And  fo  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  prefent 
Your  Lordftiips,  that  whenever  you  have  need, 
Yon  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well. 
And  fo  I  leave  you  both,  like  bloody  villains.  [Exit, 

Dem,  What's  here,  a  fcrowl,  and  written  round  about  ? 
Let's  fee. 

Integer  vita  fcelerifque  purus, 
Non  eget  Mauri  jaculis  nec  arcu. 

Cbi.  O  'tis  a  verfe  in  Horace,  I  know  it  well  5 
I  read  it  in  the  Grammar  long  ago. 

Aar,  Ay  juft,  a  verfe  in  Horace — right,  you  have  it— * 
Now  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  afs  ? 
Here's  no  fond  jeft,  th'  old  man  hath  found  their  guilt, 
And  fends  the  weapons  wrap'd  about  with  lines, 
That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick; 
But  were  our  wkty  Emprefs  well  a-foot, 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus*  conceit  : 
But  let  her  reft  in  her  unreft  a  while. 
And  now,  young  Lords,  was't  not  a  happy  flar 
Led  us  to  Rome  ftrangers,  and  more  than  fo, 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height  ? 
It  did  me  good  before  the  palace-gate 
To  brave  the  Tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  fee  fo  great  a  Lord 
Bafely  iniinuate,  and  fend  us  gilts. 

Aar.  Had  he  not  reafon,  Lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  >ou  not  ufe  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dem.  I  would  we  had  a  thouland  Roman  dames 
At  fuch  a  bay,  by  turn  to  ferve  our  luft. 

Cbi.  A  charitable  wilh,  and  full  of  love. 

Aar.  Here  lacketh  but  your  mother  to  fay  Amen. 

Cbi,  And  that  would  /he  for  twenty  thousand  more* 

£  z  Dt«* 
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Dem.  Come,  let  us  go,  and  pray  to  all  the  Godis 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar,  Pray  to  the  devils,  the  Gods  have  given  us  over. 


Dem,  Why  do  the  Emp'ror's  trumpets  flourifh  thus  f 

Cbi,  Belike  for  joy  the  Emp'ror  hath  a  fon, 

Dem,  Soft,  who  comes  here  ? 
SCENE    III.    Enter  Nurfe  with  a  Black-  a-moor  chili. 

Nur,  Good  morrow,  noble  Lords : 
O  tell  me,  did  you  fee  Aaron  the  Moor? 

Aar,  Well,  more  or  lefs,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all, 
Here  Aaron  b,  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 

Nur,  O  gentle  Aaront  we  are  all  undone. 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore! 

Aar,  Why  what  a  caterwauling  doft  thou  keep  ; 
What  doft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  ? 

Nur,  O  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye, 
Our  Emprefs'  ihame,  and  ftately  Rome's  difgrace. 
She  is  delivered,  Lords,  flic  is  delivered. 

Aar,  To  whom  ? 

Nur,  I  mean  that  me  is  brought  to  bed. 

Aar,  Well, God  give  her  gocd  reft!  what  hath  he  fent  her  ? 

Nur,  A  devil. 

Aar,  Why  then  me  is  the  devil's  dam : 
A  joyful  ifTue. 

Nur,  A  joylefs,  difmal,  black  and  forrowful  iffue. 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathfome  as  a  toad, 
Amongft  the  faireft  breeders  of  our  clime. 
The  Emprefs  fends  it  thee,  thy  ftamp,  thy  feal, 
And  bids  thee  chriften  it  with  thy  dagger's  point. 

Aar,  Out,  out,  you  whore,  is  black  fo  bafe  a  hue  ? 
Sweet  blowfe,  you  are  a  beauteous  bloflbm  fure. 

Dem,  Villain,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Aar,  That  which  thou  canft  not  undo. 

Cbi,  Thou  haft  undone  our  mother. 

Dem.  Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  choice, 
AccursM  the  off-fpring  of  fo  foul  a  fiend  ! 

Cbi,  It  ftiall  not  live. 

Aar,  It  mail  not  die. 

Nur,  Aaron,  it  mull,  the  mother  wills  it  fo. 
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Aar,  What,  muft  it,  nurfe  ?  then  let  no  man  but  i 
Do  execution  on  my  fleih  and  blood. 

Dem.  I'll  broach  the  tadpole  on  my  rapier's  point; 
Nurfe,  give  it  me,  my  fword  mail  foon  difpatch  it# 

Aar.  Sooner  this  fword  mall  plough  thy  bowels  up. 
Stay,  murtherous  villains,  will  you  kill  your  brother  ? 
Now  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  fky, 
That  fnone  fo  brightly  when  this  boy  was  got, 
He  dies  upon  my  icimitar's  fharp  point, 
That  touches  this  my  firft-born  fon  and  heir. 
I  tell  you,  youngling?,  not  Enctladut 
With  all  his  threatning  band  of  Typbon's  brood, 
Nor  great  Abides,  nor  the  God  of  war, 
Shall  feize  this  prey  out  of  his  father's  hands  9 
What,  what,  y'unfanguine  Ihallow- hearted  boys, 
Ye  white- lim'd  walls,  ye  alehoufe  painted  figns, 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue, 
In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue : 
For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  the  fwan's  black  legs  to  white, 
Although  ihe  lave  them  hourly  to  the  flood. 
Tell  the  emprefs  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own,  excufe  it  how  me  can. 

Dem.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  miftreis  thus  ? 

Aar.  My  miftrefs  is  my  miftrefs ;  this,  my  felf  j 
The  vigour  and  the  picture  of  my  youth  : 
This,  before  all  the  world,  do  I  prefer  ; 
This,  maugre  all  the  world,  will  I  keep  fafe, 
Or  fome  of  you  mail  fmoak  for  it  in  Rome, 

Dem.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  fham'd. 

Chi.  Rome  will  defpife  her  for  this  foul  elcape. 

Nur.  The  Emperor  in  his  rage  will  doom  lier  death. 

Chi.  I  blufli  to  think  upon  this  ignominy. 

Aar.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears ; 
Fiue  treacherous  hue,  that  will  betray  with  bluihing 
The  clofe  enacts  and  counfels  of  the  heart : 
Here's  a  young,  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer, 
Look  how  the  black  (lave  fmiles  upon  the  father  5 
As  who  mould  fay,  Old  Lad,  J  am  thine  own. 
He  is  your  brother,  Lords  5  ienfibly  fed 
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Of  that  felf- blood  that  firft  gave  life  to  you, 
And  from  that  womb  where  you  imjjrifoned  were, 
He  is  infranchifed  and  come  to  light : 
Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  iurer  fide, 
Although  my  feal  be  ftamped  in  his  face. 

Nur.  Aaron,  what  mail  I  fay  unto  the  Emprefs  ? 
Dem.  Advife  thee,  Aaron ,  what  is  to  be  done, 
And  we  will  all  fubfcribe  to  thy  advice  : 
Save  thou  the  child,  fo  we  may  be  all  fafe. 

Aar.  Then  fet  we  down,  and  let  us  all  confult. 
My  fon  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you : 
Keep  there :  now  talk  at  pleafure  of  your  fafety. 

[They  fit  on  the  ground. 
Dem.  How  many  women  faw  this  child  of  his  ? 
Aar.  Why,  fo,  brave  Lords,  when  we  all  join  in  league, 
I  am  a  lamb  ;  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lionefs, 
The  ocean  fwells  not  fo  as  Aaron  {terms.: 
But  fay  again,  how  many  faw  the  child  ? 

Nur.  Cornelia  the  midwife,  and  myfelf. 
And  no  one  elfe  but  the  delivered  Emprefs. 

Aar*  The  Emprefs,  the  midwife,  and  yourfelf 
Two  may  keep  counfel,  when  the  third's  away: 
Go  to  the  Emprefs,  tell  her,  this  I  faid —     [He  kills  btr< 
Week,  week!  fo  cries  a  pig  prepar'd  to  th'  fpit.  • 

Dem.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Aaron?  wherefore  didft  thou 
Aar.  O  Lord,  Sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy:  [this  ? 

Shall  me  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours  ? 
A  Jong-tonguM  babling  goflip  ?  no,  Lords,  no» 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent ; 
Not  far,  one  Muliteus  lives,  my  countryman, 
His  wife  but  yeiternight  was  brought  to  bed, 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are : 
Go  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumitance  of  all, 
And  how  by  this  their  child  mall  be  advanc'd, 
And  be  received  for  the  Emperor's  heir, 
And  fubftituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 
To  calm  this  tempeft  whirling  in  the  Court  5 
And  let  the  Emperor  dandle  him  fur  his  ewnt 
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Hark  ye,  my  Lords,  ye  fee  I  have  given  her  phyfick, 

And  you  muft  needs  beftow  her  funeral  5 

The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms  : 

This  done,  fee  that  you  take  no  longer  days, 

But  fend  the  midwife  prefently  to  me. 

The  midwife  and  the  nurfe  well  made  away, 

Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  pleafe. 
Cbi.  Aaron,  I  fee  thou  wilt  not  truft  the  air 

With  fecrets. 

Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 

Herfelf  and  hers  are  highly  bound  to  thee.  [Exeunt, 
Aar,  Now  to  the  Gotbs,  as  fwift  as  fwallow  flies, 

There  to  difpofe  this  treafure  in  my  arms, 

And  fecretly  to  greet  the  Ernprefs'  friends. 

Come  on,  you  thick- lip'd  flave,  I  bear  you  hence, 

For  it  is  you  that  put  us  to  our  fhifts : 

I'll  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots, 

And  feaft  on  curds  and  whey,  and  fuck  the  goat, 

And  cabin  in  a  cave,  and  bring  you  up 

To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp.  [Exit* 
SCENE    IV,      A  Street  near  the  Palace. 

Enter  Titus,  old  Marcus,  young  Lucius,  and  other  Gentle- 
men with  bows,  and  Titus  bears  the  arrows  with  letters 
on  the  end  of  them. 

Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  come  ;  kinfman,  this  is  the  way. 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  fee  your  archery. 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  ftraight  ; 
Terras  AJiraa  reliquit  —  be  you  remember 'd,  Marcus  — 
She's  gone,  file's  rled— — Sirs,  take  you  to  your  tools  ; 
You,  coufins,  mall  go  found  the  ocean, 
And  caft  your  nets,  haply  you  may  find  her  in  the  fe», 
Yet  there's  as  little  juftice  as  at  land  -— — 
N\>,  Publius  .ind  Sempronius  ;  you  muft  do  it, 
'Tis  you  muft  dig  with  mattock  and  v/ith  fpade, 
And  pierce  the  inmoft  centre  of  the  earth  t 
Then  when  yeu  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
1  pray  you  to  deliver  this  petition, 
Tell  him  it  is  for  juftice,  and  for  aid  ; 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 
Shaken  with  forrows  in  ungiateful  JUmw 
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Ah  Rome /—  Well,  well,  I  made  thee  miferable, 
What  time  I  threw  the  people's  fuffrages 
On  him,  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. 
Go  get  you  gone,  and  pray  be  careful  all, 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  war,unfearch*d  ; 
This  wicked  Emperor  may  have  fhip'd  her  hence, 
And,  kinimen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  juftice. 

Mar.  Oh  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  cafe, 
To  fee  thy  noble  uncle  thus  diftract  ? 

Pub.  Therefore,  my  Lord,  it  highly  us  concerns, 
By  day  and  ni^ht  t*  attend  him  carefully  : 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 
*T']]l  ime  beget  fome  careful  remedy. 

Mar.  Kmfmen,  his  forrows  are  pad  remedy. 
Join  with  the  Gotbst  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude, 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

Tit.  Pubitus,  how  now  ?  how  now,  my  matters,  what  ? 
Have  you  met  with  her  ? 

Pub.  No,  my  good  Lord,  but  Pluto  fends  you  word, 
If  you  will  have  Revenge  from  hell,  you  mall: 
Marry  for  Juftice,  me  is  now  employed, 
He  thinks  with  Jove  in  hea'vn,  or  fomewhere  elfe  5 
So  that  perforce  you  muft  needs  ftay  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  delays, 
I'll  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below, 
;And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels. 
Marcus,  we  are  but  fhrubs,  no  cedars  we, 
No  big-bon'd  men,  fram'd  of  the  Cyclops  fize, 
But  metal,  Marcus,  (reel  to  th'  very  back, 
Yet  wrung  with  wrongs  more  than  our  backs  can  b«r. 
And  fith  there's  no  juftice  in  earth  or  heli, 
We  will  follicit  heaven,  and  move  the  Gods, 
To  fend  down  Juftice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs : 
Come  to  this  gear,  you're  a  good  archer,  Marcus. 

[He  gives  them  the  arrow* 
Ad  Jovem,  that's  for  you  ——  here  ad  Apollinem  — — 
AdMartem,  that's  for  my  felf ; 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas  — —  here  to  Mercury  —— 
To  Saturn  and  to.  C&Iui  —  not  to  Saturnine  — — » 
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Yoti  were  as  good  to  moot  againft  the  wind. 
To  it,  boy  Marcus,  ■  ■     loofe  thou  when  I  bid : 
O'  my  word  I  have  written  to  effect, 
There's  not  a  God  left  unfollicited. 

Mar,  Kinfman,  moot  all  your  fliafts  into  the  Court, 
We  will  afflict  the  Emperor  in  his  pride.        [Tbey  Jboot, 

Tie,  Now,  matters,  draw  ;  oh  well  faid,  Lucius  j 
Good  boy  in  Virgoes  lap,  give  it  to  Pallas, 

Mar,  My  Lord,  I  am  a  mile  beyond  the  moon  ; 
\Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

tit.  Ha,  Publius,  Publius,  ha !  what  haft  thou  done  ? 
See,  fee,  thou'ft  mot  off  one  of  Taurus*  horns. 

Mar,  This  was  the  fport,  my  Lord,  when  Publius  mot  ; 
The  bull  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  fuch  a  knock, 
That  down  fell  both  the  ram's  horns  in  the  court, 
And  who  mould  find  them  but  the  Emprefs'  villain  ? 
She  laugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor  he  mould  not  chufe 
But  give  them  to  his  mafter  for  a  prefenU 

Tit,  Why,  there  it  goes.    God  give  your  Lordfiiip  joy  ! 
Enter  a  Clown  with  a  bajket  and  two  pigeons. 
News,  news  from  heav'n ;  Marcus,  the  poft  is  come. 
Sirrah,  what  tidings  ?  have  you  any  letters  ? 
Shall  I  have  juflice,  what  fays  Jupiter  ? 

Wow,  Who  ?  the  gibbet-maker  ?  he  fays  that  he  hath 
taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  muft  not  be  hang'd 
'till  the  next  week. 

Tit,  Tut,  what  fays  Jupiter,  I  afk  thee  ? 
Clow,  Alas,  Sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter, 
I  never  drank  with  him  in  all  my  life. 

Tie.  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier  ? 
Clow,  Ay,  of  my  pigeon6,  Sir,  nothing  elfe. 
Tit,  Why,  didft  thou  not  come  from  heav'n  ? 
Clow,  From  heav'n  ?  alas,  Sir,  I  never  came  there.  God 
forbid  I  mould  be  fo  bold  to  prefs  into  heav'n  in  my  young 
days.  Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons  to  the  *  tribunal 
plebs,  to  make  up  a  matter  of  brawl  betwixt  my  uncle 
and  one  of  the  Emperial's  men. 

M</r.Why,Sir,thatis  as  fit  as  can  be  to  ferve  for  your  ora- 
tion/and let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  theEmperor  from  you. 
*  He  means  to  fay,  tribunus  pkbif, 
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Tit,  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the  Emperor 

with  a  grace  ? 

Clow,  Nay  truly,  Sir,  I  could  never  fay  grace  in  all  my  life. 

Tit,  Sirrah,  come  hither,  make  no  more  ado, 
But  give  your  pigeons  t©  the  Emperor. 
By  me  thou  malt  have  juftice  at  his  hands. 
Hold,  hold  —  mean  while  here's  mony  for  thy  charges. 
Give  me  a  pen  and  ink. 

Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  grace  deliver  a  fupplication  ? 
Clow,  Ay,  Sir. 

Tit,  Then  here  is  a  fupplication  for  you  i  and  when  you 
come  to  him,  at  the  firft  approach  you  muft  kneel,  the* 
kifs  his  foot,  then  deliver  up  your  pigeons,  and  then  look 
tor  your  reward.   I'll  he  at  hand,  Sir,  fee  you  do  it  bravely. 

Clow,  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  let  me  alone. 

Tit,  Sirrah,  haft  thou  a  knife  ?  come,  let  me  fee  iU 
Here,  Marcut,  fold  it  in  the  oration, 
For  thou  haft  made  it  like  an  humble  fuppliant,  i 
And  when  thou  haft  given  it  the  Emperor, 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  fays. 

Clow,  God  be  with  you.  Sir,  I  will. 

Tit,  Come,  Marcus,  let  us  go,  Publiu*,  follow  me.  [ Exeunt, 
SCENE    V.     The  Palace, 
Enter  Emperor  and  Emprefs,  and  her  two  Sons  5  the  Emperor 
brings  the  arrows  in  bis  band  that  Titus  Jbot, 

Sat,  Why,  Lords,  what  wrongs  are  thefe  ?  was  ever  feea 
An  Emperor  of  Rome  thus  over-born, 
Troubled,  confronted  thus,  and  for  th*  extent 
Of  equal  juftice,  us'd  in  fuch  contempt  ? 
My  Lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightful  Gods, 
(However  the  difturbers  of  our  peace 
Buz  in  the  people's  ears)  there  nought  hath  paft, 
But  even  with  law  againft  the  willful  fons 
Of  old  Andronicus,    And  what  an  if 
His  forrows  have  fo  over-whelm'd  his  wits, 
Shall  we  be  thus  afflicted  in  his  freaks, 
His  fits,  his  frenfie,  and  his  bitternefs? 
And  now  he  writes  to  heav'n  for  his  redrefs* 
See,  here's  to  Jon>ey  and  this  to  Mercury, 
This  to  Apollo,  this  to  the  God  of  war; 

Sweet 
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Sweat  fcrowls  to  fly  about  the  ftreets  of  Rome, 
What's  this  but  libelling  againft  the  fenate, 
And  blazoning  our  injuftice  ev'ry  where  ? 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  Lords  ? 
As  who  would  fay,  in  Rome  no  juftice  were. 
But  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ecftafies 
Shall  be  no  inelter  to  thefe  outrages : 
But  he  and  his  mall  know,  that  Juftice  live* 
In  Saturninui*  health,  whom,  if  me  ileep, 
He*ll  fo  awake,  as  me  in  fury  (hall 
Cut  off  the  proud'ft  confpirator  that  lives. 

Tarn,  My  gracious  Lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thought, 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus*  age, 
Th*  effects  of  forrow  for  his  valiant  fens, 
Whofe  lofs  hath  piercM  him  deep,  and  fcarr'd  his  heart  5 
And  rather  comfort  his  diftrefied  plight, 
Than  profecute  the  meaneft  or  the  beft, 
For  thefe  contempts—Why,  thus  it  mall  become 
High-wiited  Tamora  to  glofe  with  all: 
But,  Titus,  I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick, 
Thy  life-  blood  out :  if  Aaron  now  be  wife, 
Then  is  all  fafe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port.  [Afide. 
Enter  Clown. 

How  now,  good  fellow,  would' A  thou  fpeak  with  us? 

Clow.  Yea  forfooth,  an  your  Mifterftiip  be  Emperial, 

Tarn.  Emprefs  I  am,  but  yonder  fits  the  Emperor. 

Clow.  *Tis  he:  God  and  St.  Stephen  give  you  good-e'en, 
I  have  brought  you  a  letter  and  a  couple  of  pigeons  here. 

[He  reads  the  letter. 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  prefently. 

Clow.  How  much  mony  muft  I  have  ? 

Tarn.  Come,  firrah,  thou  muft  be  hang'd. 

Clow.  Hang'dl  by'r  lady,  then  I  have  brought  up  a 
neck  to  a  fair  end. 

Sat.  Defpightful  and  intolerable  wrongs ! 
Shall  I  endure  this  monftrous  villainy  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  fame  device  proceeds: 
May  this  be  born  ?  as  if  his  traiterous  Ions, 
That  dy'd  bv  law  fox  jnurthcr  of  tur  brother, 

Hare 
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Have  by  my  means  been  butchered  wrongfully? 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair, 
"Nor  age  nor  honour  mall  mare  privilege. 
For  this  proud  mock  I'll  be  thy  daughter -man  ; 
Sly  frantick  wretch,  that  hcta'ft  to  make  me  great, 
In  hope. thy  felf  mould  govern  Rome  and  me. 
Enter  /Emihus. 
Sat .  What  news  with  thee,  JEmilius  ? 
JEmil.Axm,  my  Lords,  arm  ;  Rome  never  had  more  caufe  5 
The  Goths  have  gather'd  head,  and  with  a  power 
Of  high-refolved  men,  bent  to  the  fpoil, 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  the  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  fon  to  old  Andronicus : 
"Who  threats  in  courfe  of  his  revenge  to  do  > 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat,  Is  warlike  Lucius  General  of  the  Goths? 
Theic  tidings  nip  me,  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  froft,  or  grafs  beat  down  with  ftorm*, 
Ay,  now  begin  our  forrows  to  approach  5 
*Tis  he  the  common  people  love  fo  much  ; 
My  felf  have  often  over- heard  them  fay, 
(  When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  Man) 
That  Lucius'1  banilhment  was  wrongfully, 
And  they  have  wiih'd  that  Lucius  were  their  Emperor. 
Tam,  Why  mould  you  fear  ?  is  not  our  city  flrong  ? 
Sat .  Ay,  but  the  citizens  do  favour  Lucius, 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  fuccour  him. 

Tarn.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious  like  thy  name. 
Is  the  fun  dim'd,  that  knats  do  fly  in  it  ? 
The  eagle  fufr*ers  little  birds  to  ling, 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby, 
Knowing  that  with  the  fhadow  of  his  wings, 
He  can  at  pleafure  flint  their  melody  j 
Even  fo  may*ft  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome, 
Then  cheer  thy  fpirit,  for  knew,  thou  Emperor, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andromcusy 
With  words  more  fweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous 
Than  baits  to  hm,  or  honey-ftalks  to  fheep, 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait, 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  food. 
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Sat.  But  he  will  not  intreat  his  fon  for  us, 

*Tam.  If  Tamora  intreat  him,  then  he  will : 
For  I  can  fmooth,  and  fill  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promifes,  that  were  his  heart 
Almoft  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf, 
Yet  fhould  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue. 
Go  thou  before  as  our  embalfador,  [To  i^EmiliuSi 

Say,  that  the  Emperor  requefts  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  n^eting. 

Sat,  AZmilius,  do  this  melTage  honourably ; 
And  if  he  ftand  on  hoftage  for  his  lafety, 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  pleafe  him  beft» 

JEm.  Your  bidding  mall  I  do  effectually.  [Exit. 

*Tam,  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus, 
And  temper  him  with  all  the  art  I  have, 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Gotbs, 
And  now,  fweet  Emperor,  be  blith  again, 
And  bury  all  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 

Sat.  Then  go  fuccefsfully  and  plead  to  him.  [Exeunt* 

ACTV.       SCENE  I. 
A  Camp,  at  a  fmall  dijiance  from  Rome. 
Enter  Lucius  ivitb  Goths,  with  Drum  and  Soldiers. 
Luc.  /%  Pproved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  friends, 

jt\.  I  have  received  letters  from  great  Rome, 
Which  fignifie  what  hate  they  bear  their  Emp*ror, 
And  how  defirous  of  our  fight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  Lords,  be  a9  your  titles  witnefs, 
Imperious  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs, 
And  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  fcath, 
Let  him  make  treble  fatisfaftion. 

Gotb.  Brave  flip,  fprung  from  the  great  Andronicus, 
(Whole  name  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort,) 
Whole  high  exploits  and  honourable  deeds 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt, 
B«  bold  in  us,  we'll  follow  where  thou  lead'/t  5 
Like  flinging  bees  in  hotteft  fummer's  day, 
Led  by  their  matter  to  the  flower'd  fields  j 
And  be  aveng'd  on  curfed  Tamora. 

Omn.  And  as  h«  faith,  fo  fay  we  all  with  him. 
Vol.  VIII.  F  Luc. 
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Luc.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all. 
But  who  comes  here  Jed  by  a  lufty  Goth  ? 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  a  Goth  leading  Aaron  with  bis  Child  in  bis  arms. 

Gotb.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  troops  I  floy'4 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monaftery, 
And  as  I  earneftly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wafted  building,  fuddenly 
I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall  5 
I  made  unto  the  noife,  when  foon  I  heard 
The  crying  babe  controul'd  with  this  difcourfe? 
Peace,  tawny  flaw,  half  me  and  half  thy  dam, 
Did  not  thy  hue  bewray  tvhoje  brat  thou  art, 
Had  nature  lent  tbee  but  thy  mother'' s  look, 
Villaint  tbcu  might' 'Ji  have  been  an  Emperor  t 
But  where  the  bull  and  cow  are  both  milk- white. 
They  never  do  beget  a  coal-  black  calf; 
Peace,  villain,  peace,  (even  thus  he  rates  the  babe) 
For  I  muji  bear  thee  to  a  trufly  Goth, 
Who  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  Emprefsy  babe% 
Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mothers  fake. 
With  this,  my  weapon  drawn,  I  runVd  upon  h:m, 
Surpriz'd  him  iuddenly,  and  brought  him  hither, 
To  ufe  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 

Luc.  O  worthy  Goth!  this  is  the  incarnate  devil 
That  robb1 d  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand  ; 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleas'd  your  Emprefs*  eye, 
And  here's  the  bafe  fruit  of  his  burning  luft. 
Say,  wall-ey'd  flave,  whither  would'ft  thou  convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-like  face? 
Why  doft  not  fpeak?  what!  deaf?  no!  not  a  word? 
A  halter,  foldiers  j  hang  him  on  this  tree, 
And  by  his  fide  his  fruit  of  baftardy. 

Aar.  Touch  not  the  boy,  he  is  of  royal  blood. 

Luc.  Too  like  the  fire  for  ever  being  good, 
fir  ft  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  fee  it  fprawl, 
A  fight  to  vex  the  father's  foul  withal. 
Get  me  a  ladder. 

Aar.  Lucius,  fave  the  child, 
And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  Emperefs: 
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If  thou  do  this,  I'll  mew  thee  wondrous  things, 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear; 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 
I'll  fpeak  no  more ;  but  vengeance  rot  you  all ! 

Luc.  Say  on,  and  if  it  pleafe  me  which  thou  fpeak'ft, 
Thy  child  mall  live,  and  I  will  fee  it  nourim'd. 

Aar.  And  if  it  pleafe  thee  ?  why,  afiure  thee,  Lucius, 
•Twill  vex  thy  foul  to  hear  what  I  mall  fpeak: 
For  I  muft  talk  of  murthers,  rapes,  and  maflacres, 
Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mifchief,  treafon,  villainies, 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteoufly  performed : 
And  this  mall  all  be  buried  by  my  death, 
Unlefs  thou  fwear  to  me  my  child  mall  live. 

Luc.  Tell  on  thy  mind,  I  fay  thy  child  mall  live. 
Aar.  Swear  that  he  mall,  and  then  I  will  begin. 
l.uc .  Who  mould  I  fwear  by  ?  thou  believ'ft  no  God.  • 
That  granted,  how  can' ft  thou  believe  an  oath  } 
Aar.  What  if  I  do  not  ?  as  indeed  I  do  not ; 
jVet  for  I  know  thou  art  religious, 
And  haft  a  thing  within  thee  called  conscience, 
With  twenty  popifh  tricks  and  ceremonies 
Which  I  have  feen  thee  careful  to  obferve : 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath,  (for  that  I  know 
An  ideot  holds  his  bauble  for  a  God,  [Afidc> 
And  keeps  the  oath,  which  by  that  God  he  fwears, 
To  that  I'll  urge  him) — —therefore  thou  malt  vow 
8y  that  fame  God,  what  God  foe'er  it  be 
That  thou  ador'ft  and  haft  in  reverence, 
To  fave  my  boy,  nourifh  and  bring  him  up, 
Or  elfe  I  will  difcover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc.  Even  by  my  God  I  fwear  to  thee,  I  will, 
■    Aar*  Firft  know  thou,  I  begot  him  on  the  Empreh., 
Lut.  O  moft  infatiate  luxurious  woman  ! 
Aar.  Tut,  Lucius,  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charity, 
To  that  which  thou  /halt  hear  of  me  anon. 
Twas  her  two  fons  that  murder' d  BaJJiatius, 
They  cut  thy  fitter's  tongue,  and  ravinYd  her, 
^nd  cut  her  hands,  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  faw'ft. 

F  %  Luc. 
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Luc.  Oh  moft  deteftable  villain !  call'fl  thou  that 
Trimming  ? 

Aar.  Why,  me  was  wafh'd,  and  cut,  and  trimmMj 
And  'twas  trim  fport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of*U 

Luc.  Oh  barbarous  beaftly  villains  like  thy  felf ! 

Aar.  Indeed,  I  was  their  tutor  to  inftruct  thems 
That  codding  fpirit  had  they  from  their  mother, 
As  fure  a  card,  as  ever  won  the  fet  j 
That  bloody  mind  I  think  they  learnM  of  me, 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head  ; 
Well,  let  my  deeds  be  witnefs  of  my  worth, 
I  trainM  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole, 
Where  the  dead  corps  of  Bajftanus  lay : 
I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found, 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mentionM, 
Confcd'rate  with  the  Queen  and  her  two  fons. 
And  what's  elfe  done  that  thou  haft  caufe  to  rue, 
Wherein  I  had  no  ftroke  of  mifchief  in't  ? 
I  plaid  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand, 
And  when  I  had  it,  drew  my  felf  apart, 
And  almoft  broke  my  heart  with  extream  laughter. 
1  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall, 
When  for  his  hand  he  had  his  two  fons  heads, 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh' d  fo  heartily 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his  S 
And  when  I  told  the  Emprefs  of  this  fport, 
She  fvvooned  almoft  at  my  pleafing  tale, 
And  for  my  tidings  gave  me  twenty  kiffes. 

Gotb.  What,  can'ft  thou  fay  all  this,  and  never 

Aar.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  faying  is. 

Luc.  Art  thou  not  forry  for  thefe  heinous  deeds  ? 

Aar.  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thoufand  more. 
Ev'n  now  I  curfe  the  day  (and  yet  I  think 
Few  come  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe) 
Wherein  I  did  not  fome  notorious  ill, 
As  kill  a  man,  or  elfe  devile  his  death, 
Ravifh  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it, 
Accufe  fome  innocent,  and  then  forfwear 
My  felf,  fet  deadly  enmity  between 
Two  friends,  make  poor  mens  cattle  break  their  necks, 

Se 
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Set  fire  on  bams  and  hay-ftacks  in  the  night, 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  with  their  tears : 
Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  graves, 
And  fet  them  upright  at  their  dear  friends  doors, 
Ev'n  when  their  forrow  almoft  was  forgot, 
And  on  their  fkins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees, 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters, 
Let  not  your  forrow  die,  though  I  am  dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thoufand  dreadful  things, 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly ; 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed, 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thoufand  more. 

Luc,  Bring  down  the  devil,  for  he  muft  not  die 
So  fweet  a  death,  as  hanging  prefently. 

Aar,  If  there  be  devils,  would  I  were  a  devil, 
To  live  and  burn  in  everlafting  fire, 
So  I  might  have  your  company  in  hell, 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue. 

Luc,  Sirs,  Hop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  fpeak  no  .more, 

Enter  .^Emilius. 
Gotb.  My  Lord,  there  is  a  mefTenger  from  Rome 
Defires  to  be  admitted  to  your  prefence. 

Luc.  Let  him  come  near.  — — 
Welcome,  ZEmiUus^  what's  the  news  from  Rome? 

jEm.  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Gotb*, 
The  Roman  Emperor  greets  you  all  by  me  5 
And,  for  he  underftands  you  are  in  arms, 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  houfe, 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  hoftages, 
And  they  mall  be  immediately  delivered. 
Gotb.  What  fays  our  General  ? 
Luc,  jZEmilius,  let  the  Emperor  give  his  pledges 
Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  come :  away !  march !  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    IH.      Titus'5  Palace  in  Rome. 
Enter  Tamora,  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  difguis'd, 
Tarn.  Thus  in  thefe  ftrange  and  fad  habiliments 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus, 
And  fay,  I  am  Revenge  fent  from  below, 
To  join  with  him,  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs : 

F  3  Knock 
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Knock  at  the  ftudy,  where  they  fay  he  keeps, 
To  ruminate  ftrange  plots  of  dire  revenge  ; 
Tell  him  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  him, 
And  work  confufion  on  his  enemies. 

[They  knock,  and  Titus  appear*  above 
Tit.  Who  doth  moleft  my  contemplation  ? 
Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  door, 
That  fo  my  fad  decrees  may  fly  away, 
And  all  my  ftudy  be  to  no  effect  ? 
You  are  deceiv'd,  for  what  I  mean  to  do, 
See  here  in  bloody  lines  I  have  fet  down  ; 
And  what  is  written,  mail  be  executed. 
Yam,  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 
Tit.  No,  not  a  word :  how  can  I  grace  my  talk, 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  that  accord? 
Thou  haft  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

Tarn*  If  thou  didft  know  me,  thou  would'ft  talk  with  inc 
Tit.  I  am  not  mad,  I  know  thee  well  enough  5 
Witnefs  this  wretched  flump,  thefe  crimfon  lines, 
Witnefs  thefe  trenches,  made  by  grief  and  care, 
Witnefs  the  tiring  day  and  heavy  night  j 
Witnefs  all  forrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  Eroprefs,  mighty  Tamora  : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand  ? 

Tarn.  Know  thou,  fad  man,  I  am  not  Tamora  5 
She  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend  ; 
I  am  Revenge,  fent  fiom  th'  infernal  kingdom, 
To  eafe  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind, 
By  working  wreckful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light  3 
Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death; 
There's  not  a  hollow  cave,  or  lurking  place, 
No  vaft  obfcurity  or  mifty  vale, 
Where  bloody  Murther  or  detefted  Rape 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out, 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name, 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  offenders  quake. 

Tit,  Art  thou  Revenge?  and  art  thou  fent  to  me, 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  ? 

Tamt  I  am  ;  therefore  come  down  and  welcome  me. 
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Tit,  Do  me  fome  fervice,  ere  I  come  to  thee : 
I*o  by  thy  fide  where  Rape  and  Murder  ftand  5 
Now  give  fome  'furance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot  wheels,. 
And  then  I'll  come  and  be  thy  waggoner, 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globes: 
Provide  two  proper  palfries  black  as  jet, 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  fwift  away, 
And  find  out  murders  in  their  guilty  caves. 
And  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  difmount,  and  by  thy  waggon  wheel 
-  Trot  like  a  fervile  foot -man  all  day  long  j 
Even  from  Hyperions  rifing  in  the  earl, 
Until  his  very  downfal  in  the  fen. 
And  day  by  ctay  I'll  do  this  heavy  ta/k, 
So  thou  deftroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 
/     Tarn.  Thefe  are  my  minifters,  and  come  with  me. 

Wit,  Are  they  thy  minifters?  what  are  they  call'd  t 

Tarn,  Rapine  and  Murder  ;  therefore  called  fo, 
•Caufe  they  take  vengeance  on  fuch  kind  of  men. 

Tit.  Good  Lord,  how  like  the  Emprefs*  fons  they  are, 
And  you  the  Emprefs!  but  we  worldly  men 
Have  miferable  mad  miftaking  eyes : 

0  fweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee, 

And  if  one  arm's  .embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by.  [Exit  Titus  from  aboz* 

Tarn*  This  clofing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy. 
Whatever  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain-fick  fits, 
Do  you  uphold,  and  maintain  in  your  fpeecb, 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge  5 
And  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
1*11  make  him  fend  for  Lucius  his  ion  • 
And  whilft  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  fure, 
I'll  find  fome  cunning  practice  out  of  hand, 
To  fcatte*_and  difperfe  the  giddy  Goths , 
Or  at  the  leaft  make  them  his  enemies : 
See  here  he  comes,  and  I  muft  ply  my  theme* 
SCENE    IV.      Enter  Titus. 

Tit,  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee  : 
Welcome,  dread  Fury,  to  my  woful  houfc  j 

Rapiae 
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Rapine  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too  : 
How  like  the  Emprefs  and  her  fbns  you  are! 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor  ^ 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you  fuch  a  devil  ? 
For  well  I  wot,  the  Emprefs  never  wags, 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Mocr ; 
And  would  you  repreient  our  Queen  aright, 
It  were  convenient  you  had  fuch  a  devil : 
But  welcome,  as  you  are  :  what  fhall  we  do  ? 

Tarn.  What  wouldft  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicus? 

Dem,  Shew  me  a  murderer,  II]  deal  with  him. 

Cbu  Shew  me  a  villain  that  hath  done  a  rape, 
And  I  am  f©nt  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Tarn*  Shew  me  a  thoufand  that  have  done  thee  wrong;., 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

Tit,  Look  round  about  the  wicked  ftreets  of  Rome, 
And  when  thou  find' ft  a  man  that's  like  thy  felf, 
Good  Murder,  ftab  him  ]  he's  a  murderer. 
Go  thou  with  him,  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee, 
Good  Rapine,  ftab  him  ;  he's  a  ravimer. 
Go  thou  with  them,  and  in  the  Emperor's  Court 
There  is  a  Queen  attended  by  a  Moor  5 
Well  may' ft  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
For  up  and  down  {he  doth  relemble  thee ; 
I  pray  thee  do  on  them  iome  violent  death  ; 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

Tarn.  Well  haft  thou  leflbn'd  us  ;  this  mall  we  do* 
But  would  it  pleafe  thee,  good-  Andronicus , 
To  fend  for  bucius,  thy  thrice- valiant  ion, 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  warlike  Gotbtt 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  houfe. 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  folemn  feaft, 
I  will  bring  in  the  Emprefs  and  her  fons, 
The  Emperor  himfelf,  and  all  thy  foes ; 
And  at  thy  mercy  mall  they  ftoop  and  kneel, 
And  on  them  malt  thou  eafe  thy  angry  heart :  . 
What  fays  Andronicus  to  this  device  ? 

Tit*  Marcus,  my  brother  !  *tis  fad  Titus  calls  i 
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Enter  Marcus. 

Co,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Luciut  * 
Thou  fhalt  enquire  him  out  among  the  Goths  j 
Bid  him  repair  to  me  j  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefeft  princes  of  the  Gotbt ; 
J3id  him  encamp  his  foldiers  where  they  are  ; 
Tell  him  the  Emperor  and  the  Emprefs  too 
Feaft  at  my  houfe,  and  he  mall  feaft  with  them  ; 
This  do  thcu  for  my  love,  and  fo  let  him, 
As  he  regards  his  aged  father's  life. 

Mar,  This  will  I  do,  and  foon  return  again.  [Exii* 

Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  bufinefi, 
And  take  my  minifters  along  with  me. 

Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  fby  with  me, 
Or  elfe  Til  call  my  brother  back  again, 
And  cleave  to  no  Revenge  but  Lucius. 

T<iot.  What  fay  you,  boys,  will  you  abide  with  him, 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  Lord,  the  Emperor, 
How  I  have  govern'd  our  determined  jeft? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  fmooth,  and  ipeak  him  fair,  \Afide> 
And  tarry  with  Mm  'till  I  come  again. 

Tit.  I  know  them  all,  tho*  they  fuppofe  me  mad  \ 
And  wili  o'er- reach  them  in  their  own  devices: 
A  pair  of  curled  hell-hounds  and  their  dam.  [Afide, 

Dent.  Madam,  depart  at  pleafure,  leave  us  here, 

Tarn.  Tarewel,  Andronicus,  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes.  [Exit  Tamora. 

Tit.  I  know  thou  doft  ;  and,  fweet  Revenue,  farewel! 

Cbi.  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  mall  we  be  employ'd? 

Tit.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do. 

Publius,  come  hither,  Casus  and  Valentine  I 
Enter  Publius  and  Servants. 

Pub.  What  is  your  will?  , 

Tit.  Know  ye  thele  two  ? 

Pub.  The  Empreis'  Jons 
J  take  them,  Cbirsn,  and  Demetrius. 

Tit.  Fie,  Publius,  fie,  thou  art  too  much  deceived, 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name  $ 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius, 
Cuius  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them  i 

Oft 


Oft  have  you  heard  me  wifh  for  fuch  an  hour, 
And  now  I  find  it,  therefore  bind  them  Aire.  [Exit  Titus. 
Ciu  Villains  forbear,  we  are  the  Emprefs*  ions. 
Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded. 
Stop  clofe  their  mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  a  word. 
Is  he  fure  bound  ?  look  that  ye  bind  them  faft. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Titus  Andronicus  tuitb  a  Knife,  and  Lavinia  with  a 
Bafon. 

Tit*  Come,  come,  Lavinia,  look,  thy  foes  are  bound } 
Sirs,  ftop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  to  me, 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. 
Oh  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  I. 
Here  ftands  the  fpring  whom  you  have  ftainYi  with  xnud^ 
This  goodly  fummer,  with  your  winter  mixt : 
You  kilPd  her  hufband,  and  for  that  vile  fault 
Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemn' d  to  death, 
My  hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jeft  } 
Both  her  fweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that  more  dear 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  fpotlefs  chaftity, 
Inhuman  traitors,  you  conftrainM  and  forc'd. 
"What  would  you  fay  if  I  mould  let  you  fpeak  ? 
Villains  !  —  for  ihame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 
Hark,  wretches,  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you. 
This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats, 
Whilft  that  Lavinia  'twixt  her  flumps  doth  hold 
The  bafon  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 
You  know  your  mother  means  to  feaft  with  me, 
And  calls  her  felf  Revenge,  and  thinks  me  mad*—* 
Hark,  villains,  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  duft, 
And  with  your  blood  and  it  I'll  make  a  parte, 
And  of  the  parte  a  coffin  will  I  rear, 
And  make  two  parties  of  your  fhameful  heads, 
And  bid  that  rtrumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam, 
Like  to  the  earth,  fwallow  her  own  increafe. 
This  is  the  feart  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 
And  this  the  banquet  me  ihall  furfeit  on  ; 
For  worfe  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  daughter, 
And  worfe  than  Progne  I  will  be  reveng'd. 
And  new  prepare  your  throats :  Lavinia,  come, 

Receive 
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Receive  the  blood  ;  and  when  that  they  are  dead, 

Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powder  fmall, 

And  wjith  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it  j 

And  in  that  pafte  let  their  vile  heads  be  bak'd. 

Come,  Come,  be  every  one  officious 

To  make  this  banquet,  which  I  wilh  might  prove 

More  ftein  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs  feaft. 

[He  cuts  their  threats. 
So,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I'll  play  the  cook, 
And  fee  them  ready  'gainft  their  mother  comes.  [Exeunt, 
Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  Goths  xuitb  Aaron  Prifoner, 
Luc.  Good  uncle  Marcus,  fince  'tis  my  father's  mind 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 

Goth.  And  ours  with  thine,  befal  what  fortune  will, 
Luc,  Good  uncle,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor, 
This  ravenous  tiger,  this  accurfed  devil, 
Let  him  receive  no  fuftenance,  fetter  him, 
*Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  Emp'ror's  face, 
For  teftimony  of  thefe  foul  proceedings ; 
And  fee  the  ambufti  of  our  friends  be  ftrong, 
I  fear  the  Emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Aar.  Some  devil  whilper  curies  in  my  ear, 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  fweiling  heart ! 
Luc,  Away,  inhuman  dog,  unhallow'd  flave! 

[Exeunt  Goths  with  Aaron, 
Sirs,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in.  [Flourip, 
The  trumpets  mew  the  Emperor  is  at  hand. 

SCENE  VI. 
Sound  Trumpets.    Enter  Emperor  and  Emprefs)  with  Tri- 
bunes and  others. 
Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  funs  than  one? 
Luc.  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thy  felf  a  fun? 
Mar,  Howe's  Emperor,  2nd,  nephew,  break  your  park)  ? 
Thefe  quarrels  muft  be  quietly  debated  : 
The  feaft  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordain'd  to  an  honourable  end, 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome  : 
Pleafe  you  therefore  draw  nigh  and  take  ycur  places* 
Sat,  Marcus,  we  will.  [Hautboys 
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A  Habit  brought  in.    Enter  Titus  like  a  Cook,  placing  the 
meat  on  the  Table,  and  Lavinia  with  a  veil  over  her  face, 

Tit,  Welcome,  my  gracious  Lord,  welcome,  dread  Queen, 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths,  thou  Lucius,  welcome, 
And  welcome  all  ;  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
'Twill  fill  your  ftomachs,  pleafe  you  eat  of  it. 

Sat,  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,-  Andronicus  ? 

Tit,  Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  have  all  well, 
To  entertain  your  Highnefs,  and  your  Empreff. 

Tarn,  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicut, 

Tit,  An  if  your  Highnefs  knew  my  heart,  you  were, 
My  Lord  the  Emperor^  refolve  me  this  5 
Was  it  well  done  of  ram  Virginius, 
To  flay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right-hand, 
Becaufe  me  was  enforc'd,  ftainM,  aud  defiour'd  ? 

Sat,  It  was,  Andronicus. 

Tit,  Your  reafon,  mighty  Lord? 

Sat,  Becaufe  the  girl  mould  not  furvive  her  marae^ 
And  by  her  prefence  ftill  renew  his  forrows. 

Tit,  A  reafon  mighty,  ftrong,  effectual, 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant, 
For  me,  moft  wretched,  to  perform  the  like  J 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  fhame  with  thee, 
And  with  thy  lhame  thy  father's  forrow  die !  [He  kills  far* 

Sat,  What  haft  thou  done,  unnatural  and  unkind  ? 

Tit.  Kill'd  her  for  whom  my  tears  have  made  me  blind,  i 
I  am  as  woful  as  Virginius  was, 
And  have  a  thoufand  times  more  caufe  than  he 
To  do  this  outrage.    And  it  is  now  done. 

Sat,  What,  was  me  ravinYd  ?  tell,  who  did  the  deed  ?  \ 

T;>.Wiirt  pleafe  you  eat,  will't  pleafe  yourHighraefsfeed? 

Tarn,  Why  haft  thou  flain  thy  only  daughter  thus  ? 

Tit,  Not  I,  'twas  Chiron  and  Demetrius, 
They  raviuVd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue, 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 

Sat.  Go  fetch  them  hither  to  us  prefently. 

Tit,  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  pye, 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed, 
Ealing  the  fteih  that  mc  herfclf  hath  bred. 

•Tij}1 
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'Tij  true,  'tis  true,  witnefs  my,  knife's  fharp  point. 

[He  Jlabs  the  Emprefu 

Sat.  Die,  frantick  wretch,  for  this  accurfed  deed! 

[He  ftabi  Tituf , 

hue.  Can  the  fon's  eye  behold  hi?  father  bleed  ? 
Xhere's  meed  for  meed,  dearth  for  a  deadly  deed. 

[Lucius  ftabs  the  Emptftft 

Mar*  You  fad-fac\l  men,  people  and  ions  of  Rome, 
By  uprore  fever'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scattered  by  winds  and  high  tempeftuous  guffo, 
Oh  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  fcatter'd  corn  into  one  mutual  rtieaf, 
Thefe  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body* 

Gctb.  Let  Rome  her  felf  be  bane  ur*o  her  fe?f^ 
And  fhe  whom  mighty  kingdoms  curtfie  to, 
Like  a  forlorn  and  defperate  caft-away, 
Do  mamefal  execution  on  her  feJf. 

Mar*  But  if  my  frofry  fjgns  and  chaps  of  age, 
Grave  witnefTes  of  true  experience, 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, 
Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend  $  as  erft  our  anceftor,  [To  Lucius* 
"When  with  his  folemn  tongue  he  did  difcourfe 
To  love-fick  Dido's  fad  attending  ear, 
The  ftory  of  that  baleful  burning  night, 
When  lubtle  Greeks  furprixM  King  Priam's  Troy : 
Tell  us  what  Sinon  hath  bewitch*  d  our  ears, 
Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in, 
That  gives  our  Trcyf  our  Rjtne9  the  civil  wound* 
My  heart  is  not  compact  of  flint  nor  ileel  j 
Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief, 
But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory, 
And  break  my  very  utt'rancej  even  in  the  time 
When  it  mould  move  you  to  attend  me  melt, 
Lending  your  kind  commiferation. 
Here  is  a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale, 
Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  fpeak, 

Luc.  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  curled  Ckiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murdered  oui  Emperor't  brother ; 
And  they  they  were  that  ravii^ed  our  £ifter ; 
IS..V01..  VIII.  W  f*f 
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For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded, 
Our  father's  tears  defpis'd,  and  bafely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out, 
And  fent  her  enemies  into  the  grave. 
Laftly,  my  felf  unkindly  banimed, 
(The  gates  mut  on  me)  and  turn'd  weeping  out, 
To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies, 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears, 
And  op'd  their  arms  t*  embrace  rre  as  a  friend: 
And  I  am  turn'd  forth,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  have  preferv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood, 
And  from  her  bofom  took  the  enemy's  point, 
Sheathing  the  ileel  in  my  adventurous  body. 
Alas,  you  know  I  am  no  vaunter,  I  j 
My  fears  can  witnefs,  dumb  although  they  are, 
That  my  report  is  juft,  and  full  of  truth. 
But  foft,  methinks  I  do  digrefs  too  much, 
Citing  my  worthlcfs  praife  :  oh  pardon  me, 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praife  themfelves. 
Mar.  Now  is  my  tongue  to  fpea^ :  behold  this  child, 

Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered, 

The  ifTue  of  an  irreligious  Moor9 

Chief  architect  and  plotter  cf  thefe  woes  5 

The  villain  is  alive  in  Titus'  houfe, 

Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witnefs  this  is  true. 

Now  judge  what  caufe  had  Titut  to  revenge 

Thefe  wrongs,  unfpeakable,  paft  patience, 

Or  more  than  any  living  man  could  bear. 

Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  fay  you,  Romans? 

Have  we  done  aught  amifs  ?  mew  us  wherein, 

And  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now, 

The  poor  remainder  of  Andronicu%3 

We'll  hand  in  hand  all  head-long  cafl  us  down, 

And  on  the  ragged  ftones  beat  out  our  brains, 

And  make  a  mutual  clofure  of  our  houfe : 

Speak,  Romans,  fpeak,  and  if  you  fay  we  mall, 

ho  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

J&m.  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rtme, 

.And  bring  our  Emperor  gently  in  thy  hand, 

Luc! 
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Lucius  our  Empercr:  for  well  I  know, 
The  common  voice  doth  cry  it  ihali  be  fo. 

Mar,  Lucius,  all  hail,  Romfs  royal  Emperor ! 
Go,  go  into  old  Tim'  forrowful  houfe, 
And  hither  hale  that  milbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  fome  direful  flaughtering  death, 
As  punifhment  for  his  moft  wicked  life. 
Lucius,  all  hail,  Rome's  gracious  Governor! 

Luc,  Thanks,  gentle  Romans :  may  I  govern  fo, 
To  he?  Rome's  harm,  and  drive  away  her  woe! 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  a  while, 
For  nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  tafk: 
Stand  all  aloof  j  but,  uncle,  draw  you  near, 
To  fhed  obfequious  tears  upon  this  trunk : 
Oh  take  this  warm  kifs  on  thy  pale  cold  lips, 
Thefe  forrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-flam' d  face  3 
The  laft  true  duties  of  thy  noble  fon. 

Mar,  Ay,  tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kifs  for  ki&, 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  lips : 
O  were  the  fum  of  thefe  that  I  mould  pay 
Countlefs  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them. 

Luc,  Come  hither,  boy,  come,  come,  and  learn  of  ul 
To  melt  in  fhowers  \  thy  grandfire  lov'd  thee  well  \ 
Many  a  time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  knee  ; 
Sung  thee  afleep,  his  loving breaft  thy  pillow: 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee, 
Meet  and  agreeing  with  thy  infancy  5 
In  that  refpecl:  then,  like  a  loving  child, 
Shed  yet  fome  fmall  drops  from  thy  tender  fpring, 
Becaufe  kind  nature  doth  require  it  fo  j 
Friends  mould  affociate  friends,"  in  grief  and  woe : 
Bid  him  farewel,  commit  him  to  the  grave, 
Do  him  that  kindnefs,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy.  O  grandfire,  grandfire !  ev'n  with  all  my  heart, 
Would  I  were  dead,  lb  you  did  live  again — 
O  Lord,  I  cannot  fpcak  to  him  for  weeping-— 
My  tears  will  choak  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

SCENE    VII.     Enter  Romans  with  Aaron. 

Rom,  You  fad  Andronici,  have  done  with  woes, 
Give  fentence  on  this  execrable  wretch, 

G  a  That 
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That  hath  been  breeder  of  thefe  dire  events. 

Luc,  Set  him  bread-deep  in  earth,  and  famifh  him  8 
There  let  him  Hand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  food  ; 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
For  the  offence  he  dies :  this  is  our  doom. 
Some  ftay  to  fee  him  faftned  in  the  earth. 

Aar.  O  why  mould  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb  ? 
I  am  no  baby,  I,  that  with  bafe  prayers 
I  mould  repent  the  evil  I  have  done. 
Ten  thoufand  worfe  than  ever  yet  I  did, 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will: 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 
I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  foul. 

Luc .  Some  loving  friends  convey  the  Emp'ror  hence^ 
And  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave. 
My  father  and  Lavinia  mail  forthwith 
Be  clofed  in  our  houihold's  monument: 
As  for  that  heinefs  tygrefs  1 'amor a, 
No  funeral  rites,  nor  man  in  mournful  weeds, 
No  mournful  bell  fhall  ring  her  burial  5 
But  throw  her  forth  to  beafts  and  birds  of  prey: 
Her  life  was  teaft-like,  and  devoid  of  pity, 
And  being  fo,  me  mall  have  like  want  of  it. 
See  juftice  done  on  Aaron  that  damnM  Moor, 
From  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning  $ 
Then  afterwards,  we'll  order  well  the  ftate, 
fhtt  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate. 
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SCENE  in  the  end  of  the  fourth  AB  lies  in  England, 
through  the  reft  of  the  flay  in  Scotland,  and  chiefly  at 
Macbeth's  Caflh* 

Supposed  to  he  true  hifory  $  taken  from  Hector  Boetius,  and 
ether  Scoti/h  Chroniclers, 


Lady  Macbeth. 
Lady  Macduff, 


mac- 


MACBETH. 


3  Witch.  That  will  be  ere  fet  of  fun, 

i  Witch,  Where  the  place  ? 

a  Witch,  Upon  the  heath. 

3  Witch,  There  I  go  to  meet  Macbeth, 

j  Witch.  I  come,  I  come, 
Grimalkin  

2.  #7tt£>.  Padocke  calls  — —  anon ! 

•/*//.  Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair, 
Hover  through  fog  and  filthy  air. 

[They  rife  from  the  flage,  and  Jly  away, 
SCENE    lh     The  Palace  at  Foris. 
Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Lenox,  with  Attendants, 
meeting  a  bleeding  Captain. 

King,  What  bloody  man  is  that  ?  he  can  report, 
As  ieemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  neweft  ftate. 

Mai.  That  is  the  feijeant,  who 
Like  a  right  good  and  hardy  foldier  fought 
'Gainft  my  captivity.    Hail,  hail,  brave  friend! 
Say  to  the  King  the  knowledge  of  the  broil, 
As  thou  did'ft  leave  it. 

Cap.  Doubtful  long  it  flood  ; 
As  two  (pent  fwimmcrs  that  <io  cling  together, 


I  Witch, 


And 
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And  choak  their  art:  the  mercilefs  Macdonel 

(Worthy  to  be  a  rebel,  for  to  that 

The  multiplying  villainies  of  nature 

Do  fwarm  upon  him)  from  the  weftern  ifles 

With  Ktrm  and  G allow  glajfes  was  fupply'd, 

And  fortune  on  his  damned  quarrel  fmiling, 

ShewM  like  the  rebel* s  whore.    But  all  too  weak  % 

For  brave  Macbeth  (well  he  deferves  that  name) 

Difdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandifht  fteel  ✓ 

Which  fmoak'd  with  bloody  execution, 

Like  Valour's  minion  carved  out  his  pafiage, 

'Till  he  had  fae'd  the  flave, 

Who  ne'er  fhook  hands  nor  bid  farewel  to  him, 

'Till  he  unfeam'd  him  from  the  nape  to  th'  chops, 
And  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

King.  Oh  valiant  coufin !  worthy  gentleman ! 
Cap.  As  whence  the  fun  gives  his  reflection,  * 

Shipwrecking  ftorms  and  direful  thunders  break  ; 

So  from  that  fpring  whence  comfort  feem'd  to  come, 

Difcomfort  fwell'd.    Mark,  King  of  Scotland,  mark  J 

No  fooner  Juftice  had,  with  valour  arm'd, 

Compeird  thefe  ikipping  Kerns  to  truft  their  heels, 

But  the  Norweyan  Lord  furveying  vantage, 

With  furbifht  arms  and  new  fupplies  of  men 

Began  a  frefh  afiault. 
King.  Difmay'd  not  this 

Our  captains,  brave  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ? 
Cap.  Yes, 

As  fparrows  eagles,  or  the  hare  the  lion. 

If  I  fay  footh,  I  muft  report  they  were 

As  cannons  over-charg'd  ;  with  double  cracks, 

So  they  redoubled  ftroaks  upon  the  foe  : 

Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds, 

Or  memorize  another  Golgotha, 

I  cannot  tell  — •— 

But  I  am  faint,  my  games  cry  for  help  — • — 

King.  So  well  thy  words  become  thee,  as  thy  wounds: 
They  lmack  of  honour  both.    Go,  get  him  furgeons. 

*  By  this  is  meant  the  Rainbow  the  ftrongeft  and  moft  remark* 
able  reflection  of  any  the  fun  gives. 

Enter 
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Enter  Rofic  and  Angus. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

MaU  The  worthy  Thane  of  Rojfe, 

Len.  What  hafte  looks  through  his  eyes  ?  fo  mould  he look, 
That  feems  to  fpeak  things  ftrange ! 

RoJJe,  God  fave  the  King  ! 

King,  Whence  cam*ft  thou,  worthy  Thane  f 

Roffe.  From  Fife,  great  King, 
Where  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  Iky, 
And  fan  our  people  cold. 
Norway ,  himfelf  with  numbers  terrible, 
Aflifted  by  that  moft  difloyal  traitor 
The  Thane  of  Cawdor,  'gan  a  difmal  conflict  ; 
'Till  that  Bellona's  bridegroom,  lapt  in  proof, 
Confronted  him  v/ith  felf-comparilbns, 
Point  againft  point  rebellious,  arm  'gainft  arm, 
Curbing  his  lavtfh  fpirit.    To  conclude, 
The  victory  fell  on  us. 

King.  Great  happinefs ! 

RoJJe,  Now  Siveho,  Norway**  King,  craves  competition  5 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men, 
•Till  he  difburfed,  at  Saint  *  Colmkil-ifte, 
Ten  thoufand  dollars,  to  our  gen'ral  ufe. 

King,  No  more  that  Thane  of  Cawdor  mail  deceive 
Our  bofom  int'reft.    Go,  pronounce  his  death, 
And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth, 

RoJJe,  Til  fee  it  done. 

King,  What  he  hath  loft,  noble  Macbeth  hath  won,  [Extt 
SCENE    HI.      The  Heath. 
Thunder,    Enter  the  three  Witches. 

1  Witch,  Where  haft  thou  been,  fifter  ? 

2  Witch.  Killing  fwine, 

3  Witch,  Sifter,  where  thou  ? 

l  Witch.  A  failor's  wife  had  cheftnuts  in  her  lap, 
And  mouncht,  and  mouncht,  and  mouncht.    Give  me, 
Aroint  thee,  witch,  the  rump- fed  ronyon  cries,  [quoth  I. 
Her  hufband's  to  Aleppo  gone,  mafter  o'th*  Tiger : 
But  in  a  fieve  Til  thither  fail, 
And  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 

*  Qtlnikil  is  oneof  the  weftcrn  Iiles  of Scotland,  otherwife  call'd  Jona. 
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I'll  do  F 11  do  and  I'll  do. 

a.  Witch.  Til  give  thee  a  wind. 
I  Witch.  Thou  art  kind. 
3  Witch.  And  I  another. 

1  Witch.  I  my  felf  have  all  the  other, 
And  the  very  points  they  blow, 

All  the  quarters  that  they  know, 
I'th*  /hip-man's  card-— 
I  will  drain  him  dry  as  hay  ; 
Sleep  mall  neither  night  nor  day 
Hang  upon  his  pent-houfe  lid  ; 
He  mall  live  a  man  forbid  ; 
Weary  fev'nights,  nine  times  nine, 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak  and  pine: 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  loft, 
Yet  it  mall  be  tempeft-toft. 
Look  what  I  have. 

2  Witch.  Shew  me,  mew  me. 

1  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 
WreckM  as  homeward  he  did  come.  [Drum  within* 

3  Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum! 
Macbeth  doth  come ! 

All.  The  weird  lifters,  hand  in  hand, 
Porters  of  the  fea  and  land, 
Thus  do  go  about,  about, 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine. 
Peace,  the  charm's  woumi  up. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Macbeth  and  Banquo,  with  Soldiers  ana*  otherAtltfidaniu 

Macb.  So  foul  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  feen. 

Ban.  How  far  is't  call'd  to  Fern— What  are  thefe, 
So  wither'd,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire  ? 
That  look  not  like  inhabitants  of  earth, 
And  yet  are  on't  ?  Live  you,  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  queftion  ?  you  feem  to  underftand  me, 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  fkinny  lips — You  mould  be  women, 
And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  fo. 

Macb, 
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Macb.  Speak  if  you  can  ;  what  are  you  ? 
jWitch.  All- hail,  Macbeth!  hail  to  thee,  Thane  of Glamis  I 
zWitcb.A\\-hai\tMacbetb!  hail  to  thee,Tbane of  Cawdor! 
^Witcb.  All- hail,  Macbeth!  that  fhall  be  King  hereafter. 
Ban.  Good  Sir,  why  do  you  ftart,  and  feem  to  fear 
Things  that  do  found  fo  fair?  I'th'  name  of  truth, 
Are  ye  fantaftical,  or  that  indeed  [To  the  Witches* 

Which  outwardly  ye  mew  ?  my  noble  partner 
You  greet  with  prefent  grace,  and  great  prediction. 
Of  noble  having,  and  of  royal  hope, 
That  he  feems  rapt  withal ;  to  me  you  fpeak  not. 
If  you  can  look  into  the  feeds  of  time, 
And  fay  which  grain  will  grow  and  which  will  not, 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg  nor  fear 
Your  favours  nor  your  hate. 

1  Witch.  Hail  ! 

2  JVitcb.  Hail ! 

3  Witch.  Hail ! 

1  Witch,  Letter  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

a  Witch.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3  Witch.  Thou  malt  get  Kings,  though  thou  be  none* 
All -hail,  Macbeth  and  Banquo! 

I  Witch.  Banquo  and  Macbeth,  all-hail! 

Macb.  Stay,  you  imperfect  fpeakers,  tell  me  more  ; 
By  *  Sinel's  death  I  know  I'm  Thane  of  Glamis  j 
But  how  of  Cawdor  f  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 
A  profp'rous  gentleman  j  and  to  be  King 
Stands  not  within  the  profpect  of  belief, 
No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.    Say  from  whence 
You  owe  this  ftrange  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Upon  this  blafted  heath  you  ftop  our  way 
With  fuch  prophetick  greeting?  —  fpeak,  I  charge  yo\u 

[Witches  var.ijh. 

Ban.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has, 
And  thefe  are  of  them:  whither  arc  they  vaninYd  ? 

Macb.  Into  the  air:  and  what  feemM  corporal, 
Melted,  as  breath  into  the  wind — — 
Would  they  had  (bid  ! 

•  The  father  of  Macbeth 

Ban. 
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Ban*  Were  fuch  things  here,  as  we  do  fpeak  about  ? 
Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  infane  root 
That  takes  the  reafon  prifoner  ? 

Macb,  Your  children  mall  be  Kings, 

Ban.  You  fliall  be  King. 

Macb.  And  Thane  of  Cawdor  too  5  went  it  not  fo  ? 

Ban.  To  th'felf-fame  tune,  and  words  5  but  who  is  here  ? 
SCENE    V.     Enter  Rofle  and  Angus. 

Roffe.  The  King  hath  happily  receiv'd,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  fuccefs ;  and  when  he  feads 
Thy  perfonal  venture  in  the  rebels  fight,  * 
His  wonders  and  his  praifes  do  contend, 
Which  mould  be  thine  or  his.   Silenc'd  with  that, 
In  viewing  o'er  the  reft  o'th*  felf-fame  day, 
He  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Noriveyan  ranks, 
Nothing  afraid  of,  what  thy  felf  didft  make, 
Strange  images  of  death.    As  thick  as  hail, 
Came  pofr  on  poft,  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praifes  in  his  kingdom's  great  defence, 
And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 

Ang.  We  are  fent, 
To  give  thee,  from  our  royal  matter,  thanks, 
Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  fight, 
Not  pay  thee. 

RoJJe.  And  for  an  earneft  of  a  greater  honour, 
He  bad  me,  from  him,  call  thee  Thane  of  Cawdor: 
In  which  addition,  hail,  moll  worthy  Thane  I 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ban.  What,  can  the  devil  fpeak  true  ? 

Macb.  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives  5 
Why  do  you  drefs  me  in  his  borrow'd  robes  ? 

Ang.  Who  was  the  Thane,  lives  yet, 
But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life, 
Which  he  deferves  to  lofe.    Whether  he  was 
Combined  with  Norway,  or  did  line  the  rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  vantage  j  «r  with  both 
He  laboured  in  his  country's  wreck,  I  know  not! 
But  treafons  capital,  confefs'd  and  prov'd,  , 
Hsve.  overthrown  him. 

Macb, 
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8r 

[Afidt. 


Much*  Glamis  and  'Thane  of  Cawdor  I 


The  greateft  is  behind.  Thanks  for  your  pains.  [To  Angus. 
Do  you  not  hope  your  children  mall  be  Kings,  [To  Banquo. 
When  thofe  that  gave  the  Tbant  of  Cawdor  to  me, 
Promis'd  no  lefs  to  them? 

Ban.  That  trufted  home, 
Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown, 
Befides  the  Thane  of  Cawdor.    But  'tis  ftrange: 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 
The  inftruments  of  darknefs  tell  us  truths, 
Win  us  with  honeft  trifles,  to  betray  us 
In  deepeft  confequence. 

Coufins,  a  word  I  pray  you.  [To  Roflfe  and  Angus. 

Macb,  Two. truths  are  told,  [Ajide. 
As  happy  prologues  to  the  fwelling  acl 
Of  the  imperial  theme.    I  thank  you,  gentlemen  — 
This  fupernatural  folliciting 
Cannot  he  ill  5  cannot  be  good  —  If  ill, 
Why  hath  it  given  me  earneft  of  fuccefs, 
Commencing  in  a  truth  ?  I'm  Thane  of  Cawdor \ 
If  good,  why  do  I  yield  to  that  fuggeftion, 
Whofe  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair, 
And  make  my  feated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs 
Againft  the  ufe  of  nature  ?  prefent  feats. 
Arc  lefs  than  horrible  imaginings. 
My  Thought,  whofe  murther's  yet  but  fantafy, 
Shakes  io  my  fingle  ftate  of  man,  that  Function 
Is  fmother'd  in  furmife  j  and  nothing  is, 
But  what  is  not. 

Ban,  Look  how  our  partner" 9  rapt ! 
i      Macb,  If  chance  will  have  me  King,  why  chanr<*  may 
crown  me  [Ajide 
Without  my  ftir. 

Ban.  New  honours  come  upon  him 
Like  our  ftrange  garments  cleave  not  to  their  mould, 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Macb.  Come  what  come  may,  [Afide, 
Tims  and  the  hour  runs  thro*  the  rougheft  day. 
Ban.  Worthy  Macbttb,  we  (lay  upon  your  lcifure. 


VUI. 
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Macb.  Give  me  your  favour:  my  dull  brain  was  wrought 
With  things  forgot.    Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  regiftred  where  every  day  I  turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them  — —  let  us  tow'rd  the  King ; 
Think  upon  what  hath  chane'd,  and  at  more  time,  [To  Ban» 
(The  interim  having  weigh'd  it,)  let  us  fpeak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 

Macb.  "Till  then  enough  :  come,  friends.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    VI.     The  Palace. 
Fkurijb.    Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Lenox,  and 
Attendants. 

King.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor  yet  ? 
Are  not  thofe  in  commifTion  yet  returned  ?' 

Mai.  My  Liege, 
They  are  not  yet  ccme  back.    But  I  have  fpeke 
With  one  that  faw  him  die,  who  did  report 
That  very  frankly  he  cenfeis'd  his  treafous, 
Xmplofd  your  HighnefiT  pardon,  and  fet  forth 
A  deep  repentance  j  nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him  like  the  leaving  it.    He  dy'd, 
As  one  that  had  been  ftudied  in  his  death, 
To  throw  away  the  deareft  thing  he  ow'd, 
As  'twere  a  carelefs  trifle. 

King.  There's  no  art, 
To  find  the  mind's  conftrucYion  in  the  face,: 
He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  abs'lute  trufr. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Banquo,  Rofle,  and  A&gtffa 
©  my  moll:  worthy  coufin! 
The  fin  of  my  ingratitude  ev'n  now 
Was  heavy  on  me.    Thou'rt  fo  far  before, 
That  fwifteft  wing  of  recompence  is  flow, 
'To  overtake  thee.    Would  thou'dfl  lefs  deferv7<?y 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine  :  only  I've  left  to  foy9 
More  is  thy  due,  cv'n  more  than  all  can  pay. 

fifat&  The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I  owe, 
jfo  doing  itr  pays  it  felf»   Your  Highnefs'  part 

ft 
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Is  to  receive  our  duties  5  and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  throne  and  ftate,  children  and  fervants  ; 
Which  do  but  what  they  mould,  by  doing  every  thing 
Shap*d  toward  your  love  and  honour. 

King.  Welcome  hither  5 
I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing.    Noble  Banqu93 
Thou  haft  no  lefs  deferv'd,  and  muft  be  known 
No  lefs  to  have  done  fo :  let  me  enfold  thee, 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban,  There  if  I  grow, 
The  harveft  is  your  own. 

King,  My  plenteous  joys 
Wanton  in  fulnefs,  feek  to  hide  themfelves 
In  drop3  of  farrow.    Sons,  kinfmen,  and  Thanes, 
And  you  whofe  places  are  the  neareft,  know, 
We  will  eftablim  our  eftate  upon 
Our  eldcft  Malcolm,  whom  we  name  hereafter 
The  Prince  of  Cumberland:  which  honour  muft 
Not,  unaccompanied,  inveft  him  only, 
But  iigns  of  nobleneis  like  ftars  Ihali  ftiine 
On  all  defervers, — Hence  to  lnvcrnejs.9         [To  MacbetL, 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Mach.  The  reft  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you  5 
I'll  be  my  felf  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach, 
So  humbly  take  my  leave. 

King,  My  worthy  Cawdor  ! 

Macb.  The  Prince  of  Cumberland!  —  that  is  a  ftep, 
On  which  I  muft  fall  down,  or  elfe  o'er- leap,  \AjUe0 
For  in  my  way  it  lyes.    Stars,  hide  your  fires, 
Let  no  light  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires ; 
The  eye  wink  at  the  hand  ;  yet  let  that  be 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee!  [Exit, 

King.  True,  worthy  Banquo ;  he  is  full  of  valour, 
And  in  his  commendations  I  am  fed  ; 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.    Let  us  after  him 
Whofe  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome  • 
it  it  a  peerlefs  kinfman.  [Exeunt, 
H %  SCENE 
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SCENE  VII. 
An  Apartment  in  Macbeth'*  Caflle,  at  Inverneft. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth  alone,  with  a  letter \ 

Lady.  They  met  me  in  the  day  of  fuccefs ;  and  1  have 
learned  by  the  ferfefteft  report,  they  have  more  in  them  than 
mortal  knowledge.  When  I  burnt  in  defire  to  queftion  them 
further ',  they  made  themfehes  air,  into  which  they  vaniftfd. 
While  I  flood  rapt  in  the  wonder  of  it,  came  mijfives  from 
the  King,  who  all  hailed  me  Thane  of  Cawdor,  by  which 
title  before  thefe  weird  Jifters  faluted  me,  and  referred  me  to 
the  coming  on  of  time,  with  hail,  King  that  malt  be  !  This 
have  1  thought  good  to  deliver  thee  ( my  dearefl  partner  of 
grcatnefs)  that  thou  might" ft  not  lofe  the  dues  of  rejoicing  by 
being  ignorant  of  what  greatnefs  is  promised  thee ,  Lay  it  t* 
thy  heart,  and  farewel. 

Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor-~~zn(i  fhalt  be 
What  thou  art  promised.    Yet  I  fear  thy  nature  5 
It  is  too  full  o'th'  milk  of  human  kindnefs, 
To  catch  the  neareft  way.    Thou  wouldft  be  great, 
Art  not  without  ambition,  but  without 
The  illnefs  mould  attend  it. ,  What  thou  wouldft  highly, 
That  wouldft  thou  holily  ;  wouldft  not  play  falfe, 
And  yet  wouldft  wrongly  win.  Thou'dft  have,  great  Glamis f 
That  which  cries,  This  thou  muft  do  if  thou  have  it  5 
And  that's  what  rather  thou  doft  fear  to  do, 
Than  wifheft  mould  be  undone.    Hie  thee  hither, 
That  I  may  pour  my  fpirits-  in  thine  ear, 
And  chaftife  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round, 
Which  fate  and  metaphyfic  aid  doth  feem 
To  have  thee  crown'd  withal. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 
What  is  your  tidings  ? 

Mef  The  King  comes  here  to-night. 
Lady.  Thou'rt  mad  to  fay  it. 
Is  not  thy  mafter  with  him  ?  who,  were't  fo, 
Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 

Mef.  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true:  our  Thane  is  coming. 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him  5 
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Who  aimoft  dead  for  bpeath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  metfage. 

Lady.  Give  him  tending, 
He  brings  great  news.    The  raven  himfelf  is  hoarfe, 

[Exit  Mejpnger, 

That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Under  my  battlements.    Come,  all  you  fpirits 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unfcx  me  here, 
And  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  thVtoe,  top-full 
Of  direft  cruelty  ;  make  thick  my  blood, 
Stop  up  th'  accefs  and  paflage  to  remorfe, 
That  no  compunctious  vilitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpofe,  nor  keep  peace  between 
Th'  effect,  and  it  1  Come  to  my  woman's  breafts, 
And  rake  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murth'ring  minilters ! 
"Where- ever  in  your  fightlefs  lubitances 
You  wait  on  nature's  milchief.    Come,  thick  night! 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunneft  fmoak  of  hell, 
That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes, 
Nor  heav'n  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark 
To  cry,  Hold,  bold! 

Enter  Macbeth. 
Great  Glamnl  worthy  Cawdor  !  [Embracing  bim. 

Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter  1 
Thy  letters  have  tranfported  me  beyond 
This  ign'rant  prefent  time,  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  inftant. 

Macb.  Deareft  love, 
Duncan  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady.  And  when  goes  hence? 

Macb.  To-morrow,  as  he  purpofes. 

Lady.  Oh!  never 
Shall  lun  that  morrow  fee. 
Your  face,  my  Tbane,  is  as  a  book,  where  men 
May  read  ftrange  matters :  to  beguile  the  time 
Look  like  the  time,  bear  welcome  in  your  eye, 
Your  hand,  your  tongue  ;  look  like  the  innocent  flower, 
But  be  the  ferpent  under't.    He  that's  coming 
Muft  be  provided  for  ;  and  you  mail  put 
This  night's  great  bufinefs  into  my  difpatch, 

H  3  Which 
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"Which  fTiall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come- 
Give  foiely- fovereign  fway  and  mafterdom, 

Macb.  We  will  fpeak  farther. 

Lady.  Only  look  up  clear : 
To  alter  favour,  ever,  is  to  fear. 

Leave  all  the  reft  to  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VIII.     The  Caftle  Gate. 
Hautboys  and  Torches.    Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donalbain, 
Banquo,  Lenox,  Macduff,  Rotfe,  Angus,  and  Attendants. 

Kwg.  This  caftle  hath  a  pleafant  feat ;  the  air 
Nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  it  felf 
Unto  our  gentle  fenfes. 

Ban,  This  gueft  of  fummer, 
The  temple- haunting  martlet,  does  approve 
By  his  lov'd  mafonry,  that  heaven's  breath 
Smells  fweet  and  wooingly  here.    No  jutting  frieze, 
Buttrice,  nor  coigne  of  vantage,  but  this  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendant  bed,  and  procreant  cradle  : 
Where  they  moft  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  obfervM 
The  air  is  delicate. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth, 
King.  See !  our  honour'd  hoftefs ! 
The  love  that  follows  us,  fometimes  is  our  trouble, 
Which  ftill  we  thank  as  love.    Herein  I  teach  you, 
Hew  you  lhall  bid  Godild  us  for  your  pains, 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady.  All  our  fervice 
In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double, 
Were  poor  and  fingle  bufinefs  to  contend 
Againft  thofe  honours  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
Your  Majefty  loads  our  houfe.    For  thofe  of  old, 
And  the  late  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them, 
We  reft  your  hermits. 

King.  Where's  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  ? 
We  ccurs'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpofe 
To  be  his  purveyor :  but  he  rides  well, 
And  his  great  love,  {harp  as  his  fpur,  hath  holp  hhn 
rIYs  home  before  us :  fair  and  noble  hoftefs, 
We  are  your  gueft  to-night.  4 
Lady.  Your  fervants  ever 

J       1         j  Hav 
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Have  theirs,  themfelves,  and  what  is  theirs,  in  compt, 
To  make  their  audit  art:  your  Highnefs*  pleafure, 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

King,  Give  me  your  hand  ; 
Conduct  me  to  mine  hoft,  we  love  him  highly, 
And  ihall  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 
By  your  leave,  hoftefs.  [Exeunt  9 

SCENE   IX.    An  Apartment  in  the  Caftle, 
Hautboys,  Torebes,    Enter  divers  Servants  with  dijbes  and 
fervice  over  the  Stage,    Then  Macbeth. 

Macb,  If  itwere^otfe,  when 'tis  done  j  then 'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly :  if  th*  afTafiination 
Could  tramell  up  the  confequence,  and  catch 
"With  its  furceafe,  fuccefs ;  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  Be-all  and  the  End-all  here, 
Here  only,  on  this  bank  and  fhoal  of  time  ; 
W'd  jump  the  life  to  come.    But  in  thefe  cafes 
We  ftill  have  judgment  here  j  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  inftru&ions,  which  being  taught  return 
To  plague  th'  inventor:  even-handed  Juftice 
Returns  th'  ingredients  of  our  poifon'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.    He's  here  in  double  trufl  s 
Firft,  as  I  am  his  kinfman  and  his  fubjecl, 
Strong  both  againft  the  deed:  then,  as  his  hoft, 
Who  mould  againft  his  murth'rer  ftiut  the  door, 
Not  bear  the  knife  my  felf.    Befides,  this  Duncan 
Hath  born  his  faculties  fo  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels  trumpet-tonguM  againft 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  off: 
And  Pity,  like  a  naked  new-born  babe 
Striding  the  blaft,  or  heav'n's  cherubin  hors'd 
Upon  the  fightlefs  courfers  of  the  air,  • 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed, in  ev'ry  eye, 
That  tears  fliall  drown  the  wind  — I  have  no  fpur 
To  prick  the  fides  of  my  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  Ambition,  which  o'erleaps  it  felf, 
And  falls  on  th*  other  fide. 

SCENE    X.     Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
How  now  >  what  news  ? 

Lady. 
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Lady.  He  hath  almoft  fupp*d  j  why  have  you  Jeft  th* 
chamber  ? 

Macb,  Hath  he  afk'd  for  me  ? 

Lady.  Know  you  not  he  has  ? 

Macb,  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  bufinefi. 
He  hath  honoured  me  of  late  5  and  I  hare  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  forts  of  people, 
Which  mould  be  worn  now  in  their  new  eft  glofs, 
Not  cafr.  afide  fo  foon. 

Lady.  Was  the  hope  drunk, 
Wherein  you  dreft  your  felf  ?  hath  it  £!ept  fince  ? 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  fo  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  fo  freely  ?  from  this  time, 
Such  I  account  thy  love.    Art  thou  afraid 
To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  act  and  valour, 
As  thou  art  in  defire?  wouldft  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  efteem'ft  the  ornament  of  life, 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  efteem  ? 
Lotting  J  dare  not  wait  upon  1  would, 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'th*  adage.* 

Macb.  iVythee,  peace : 
I  dare  d©  all  that  may  become  a  man  ; 
Who  dares  do  more,  is  none* 

Lady.  What  beaft  was' t  then, 
That  made  you  break  this  enterprize  to  me  5 
When  you  durft  do  it,  then  you  were  a  xwm  ; 
And  to  be  more  than  what  you  were  you  would 
Be  fo  much  more  than  man.    Nor  time,  nor  place 
Did  then  co-here,  and  yet  you  would  make  both: 
They've  made  themfelves,  and  that  their  fitnefs  now 
Do's  unmake  you.    I  have  giv'n  fuck,  and  know 
How  tender  'tis  to  love  the, babe  that  milks  me, 
I  would,  while  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face, 
Have<pluckt  my  nipple  from  his  bonelefs  gums, 
And  damt  the  brains  out,  had  I  but  fo  fwom 
As  you  have  done  to  this. 

Macb.  If  we  mould  fail?  

Lady.  We  fail! 

*  The  proverb  here  meant  %i  this,  fks  sat  Urvst  fllk  ha  daret 
wet  Iyer  feet. 

But 
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But  Icrew  your  courage  to  the  flicking  place, 
And  we'll  not  fail.    When  Duncan  is  afleep, 
(Whereto  the  rather  fhall  this  day's  hard  journey 
Soundly  invite  him)  his  two  chamberlain9 
Will  I  With  wine  and  waflfel  fo  convince, 
That  memory  (the  warder  of  the  brain) 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reafor* 
A  limbeck  only :  when  in  fwiniih  fleep 
Their  drenched  natures  lye  as  in  a  death, 
What  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 
Th*  unguarded  Duncan  ?  what  not  put  upon 
His  fpungy  officers,  who  mail  bear  the  guile 
Of  our  great  quell  ? 

Macb.  Bring  forth  men-children  only ! 
For  thy  undaunted  metal  mould  compofe 
Nothing  but  males.    Will  it  not  be  receiv'd, 
When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  thofe  fleepy  tw# 
Of  his  own  chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  daggersj 
That  they  have  done't? 

Lady.  Who  dares  receive  it  other, 
As  we  mall  make  our  griefs  and  clamour  roar^ 
Upon  his  death  ? 

Macb,  I'm  fettled,  and  bend  up 
Each  corp'ral  agent  to  this  terrible  feat. 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  faireft  mow  5 
Falfe  face  mull  hide  what  the  falfe  heart  doth  know.  [Exei 

ACT    II.       SCENE  I. 
A  ball  in  Macbeth'*  Caft/e. 
Enter  Banquo,  and  Fleance  ivitb  a  tercb  befirt  him* 
Ban.'T  TOW  goes  the  night,  boy  ? 

X7X  F/e.Thz  moon  is  down:  I  have  not  heard  the  clock* 
Ban.  And  flie  goes  down  at  twelve. 
Fie.  I  take't,  'tis  later,  Sir. 

Ban.  Hold,  take  my  fword.  There's  hufbandry  in  heav'n, 

Their  candle's  are  all  out.  Take  thee  that  too. 

A  heavy  fummons  lyes  like  lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  I  would  not  fleep:  Merciful  pow'rs  ! 
Reftrain  in  me  the  curfed  thoughts  that  natnre 
Gives  way  to  in  repofe. 

Eftttr 
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Enter  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant  with  a  torch 
Give  me  my  fvvord : 
Who's  there  ? 
Macb.  A  friend. 

Ban,  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft  ?  the  King's  a-bei. 
He  hath  to-night  been  in  unufual  pleafure, 
And  fent  great  largefs  to  our  officers  5 
This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal, 
By  th*  name  of  moft  kind  hofteis,  and*s  lhut  up 
In  meafureJefs  content. 

Macb.  Being  unprepar'd, 
Our  will  became  the  fervant  to  defe&, 
Which  elfe  mould  free  have  wrought* 

Ban,  Airs  very  well. 
I  dreamt  laft  night  of  the  three  weird  fifters.5 
To  you  they've  fhew'd  fome  truth, 

Macb,  I  think  not  of  them  j 
Yet  when  we  can  intreat  an  hour  to  fervp, 
Would  ipend  it  in  fome  words  upon  that  buiincfs, 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 

Ban.  At  your  kind  leifure. 

Macb.  If  you  mail  cleave  to  my  confent,  when  *tifp 
$t  mail  make  honour  for  you. 

Ban.  So  I  Jofe  none 
In  feeking  to  augment  it,  but  ftil]  keep 
My  bofom  franchis'd  and  allegiance  clear, 
I  mali  be  counfeird. 

MatK  Good  repofe  the  while  t 

Ban,  Thanks,  Sir  \  the  like  to  you.   [Exe,  Ban.  ami  Fie. 
SCENE  II. 

Macb,  Go,  bid  thy  miftrefs,  when  my  drink  is  ready, 
She  ftrike  upon  the  bell.  Get  thee  to  bed.  [Exit  Servant, 
Is  this  a  dagger  which  I  fee  before  me, 
The  handle  tow'rd  my  hand  ?  come  let  me  clutch  thee— 
I  have  thee  not,  and  yet  I  fee  thee  ftill. 
Art  thou  not,  fatal  vilion,  fenfible 
To  feeling,  as  to  light  ?  or  art  thou  butx 
A  dagger  of  the  mind,  a  falfe  creation 
Proceeding  from  the  heat-opprefTed  brain? 
I  fee  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 
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At  this  which  now  I  draw  -  ■ 
Thou  mar/harft  me  the  way  that  I  was  going, 
And  fuch  an  inftrument  I  was  to  ufe. 
Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'th*  other  fenfes, 
Or  elfe  worth  all  the  reft  —  I  Ice  thee  ftiJJ, 
And  on  thy  Wade  and  dudgeon,  gouts  of  blood, 
Which  was  not  lb  before.  —  There's  no  fuch  thing  — 
It  is  the  bloody  bufinefs  which  informs 
Thi9  to  mine  eyes  —  Now  o'er  one  half  the  world 
Nature  feems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abufe 
The  curtain' d  deep  5  now  Witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate's  offerings;  and  withered  Murder, 
(Alarum'd  by  his  fentinel,  the  wolf, 
Whole  howl's  his  watch)  thus  with  his  ftealthy  pace,, 
With  TarquirCs  ravilhing  ftrides,  tuw'rds  his  defiga 
Moves  like  a  ghoft  —  Thou  found  and  firm-fet  earth, 
Hear  not  my  fteps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
Thy  very  ftones  prate  of  that  we're  about, 
And  take  the  prefent  horror  from  the  time, 
Which  now  fuits  with  it  —  Whilft  I  threat,  he  lives  —  * 

[A  bell  ring*,. 

I  go,  and  it  is  done ;  the  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan,  for  it  is  a  knell 
That  fummons  thee  to  heaven,  or  to  hell.  [Exit, 
SCENE    HI.      Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
Lady.  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hath  made 
me  bold: 

What  hath  quencht  them,  hath  giv'n  me  fire.  Hark !  peace ! 
It  was  the  owl  that  fhriekt,  the  fatal  bell-man, 
Which  gives  the  ftern'ft  good-night  —  he  is  about  it  — 
The  doors  are  open  j  and  the  furfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  fnores.  I've  drugg'd  their  pofTets, 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them, 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb,  Who's  there  ?  what  ho ! 

Lady.  Alack !  I  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd, 

•  he  lives, 

words  to  the  heat  of  d«d«  too  cold  breath  gives, 
I  g»,  V(. 

AnU 
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And  'tis  not  done  ;  th*  attempt,  and  not  the  deed 
Confounds  us— hark ! — I  laid  their  daggers  ready, 
He  could  not  mifs  'em.— Had  he  not  refembled 
My  father  as  he  flept,  I  had  done't — My  hufband ! 

Macb,  I've  done  the  deed— did'ft  not  thou  hear  a  noife  ? 

Lady,  I  heard  the  owl  fcream  and  the  crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  fpeak  ? 

Macb.  When? 

Lady.  Now. 

Macb.  As  I  defcended  ? 

Lady,  Ay. 

Macb.  Hark !— who  lyes  i'th*  fecond  chamber  ? 
Lady,  Donalbain. 

Macb.  This  is  a  forry  fight.  [Looks  on  bis  hands* 

Lady.  A  foolim  thought,  to  fay  a  forry  fight. 
Macb.  There's  one  did  laugh  in's  fleep,  and  one  cry'd, 
Murtber  ! 

They  wak*d  each  other,  and  I  flood  and  heard  them  $ 
But  they  did  fay  their  prayers,  and  addreft.  them 
Again  to  fleep. 

Lady.  There  are  two  lodg'd  together. 

Macb.  One  cry'd,  God  blefs  us1,  and  Amen  the  other, 
As  they  had  feen  me  with  thefe  hangman's  hands. 
LifVning  their  fear,  I  could  not  fay  Amen,  v 
When  they  did  fay,  God  blefs  us ! 

Lady.  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 
>  Macb.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce  Awen  t 
I  had  moll  need  of  blefling,  and  Amen 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Lady.  Thefe  deeds  muft  not  be  thought  on 
Afcer  thefe  ways  5  fo,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

T£azb.  Methought  I  heard  a  voice  cry,  Sleep  no*  more! 
Macbeth  doth  murder  fleep  $  the  innocent  fleep ,  * 
The  death  of  each  day's  life,  fort  labour  s  bath, 
Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature'' s  fecond  courfe3 
Chief  nourifhtr  in  life's  feafl. 

Lady.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

*   innocent  fleep, 

Sleep  that  louts  up  the  mvclltf  JiCfTf  Of 
The  deafli  of,  «rc , 
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Macb.  Still  it  cry'd,  Sleep  no  more,  to  all  the  houfe  j 
Glamis  bath  murtberd  Jleep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  JUep  no  more  3  Macbeth  Jhall  Jkep  no  more  ! 

Lady,  Who  was  it  that  thus  cry'd  ?  why,  worthy  Thane $ 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  ftrength,  to  think 
So  brain-iickly  of  things  ;  go,  get  fome  water, 
And  warn  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  hand. 
Why  did  you  bring  thefe  daggers  from  the  place  ? 
They  muft  lye  there.    Go,  carry  them,  and  fmear 
The  fleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Macb,  I'll  go  no  more  ; 
I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done  5 
Look  on't  again  I  dare  not. 

Lady,  Infirm  of  purpofe ! 
Give  me  the  daggers  5  the  ileeping  and  the  dead 
Are  but  as  pictures  j  'tis  the  eye  of  child-hood, 
That  fears  a  painted  devil.    If  he  bleed, 
I'll  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal, 
For  it  muft  feem  their  guilt.  [Exit* 
Knock  within. 

Macb.  Whence  is  that  knocking  ?  [Starting, 
How  is't  with  me,  when  every  noife  appalls  me  ? 
What  hands  are  here  ?  hah  !  they  pluck  out  mine  eye?. 
Will  all  great  Neptune* 5  ocean  wafh  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  hand  ?  no,  this  my  hand  will  rather  * 
Make  the  green  ocean  red  — 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady,  My  hands  are  of  your  colour  j  but  I  fhame 
To  wear  a  heart  fo  white.    I  hear  a  knockir.g  [Kn-.ck* 
At  the  fouth  entry.    Retire  we  to  our  chamber  5 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed.  v 
How  eafie  is  it  then  ?  your  conftancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended — hark,  more  knocking!  [Knock* 
Get  on  your  night-gown,  left  occaiion  call  us,  » 
And  {hew  us  to  be  watchers  j  be  not  loft 
bo  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 


•  . —  -will  rather 
Thy  multitudinous  fea  incarnadine5 
pitting  the  green  one  red 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  fiftf. 
Vol,  VAU,  J 


tftf. 
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Mack»  T'  unknow  my  deed,  'twere  beft  not  know  my  felf. 
Wake  Duncan  with  this  knocking :  would  thou  could'ft ! 

[Exeunt*  # 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Macduff,  Lenox,  and  Porter. 
Macd.  Is  thy  mafter  ftirring  ? 
—  Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him  5  here  he  comes, 
Len.  Good  morrow,  noble  Sir. 

Enter  Macbeth. 
Macb.  Good  morrow  both. 
Macd.  Is  the  King  ftirring,  worthy  Tbane  ? 

•  would  thou  eouldft !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   IV.     Enter  a  Porter. 

[Knocking  within. 

Tort.  Here's  a  knocking  indeed :  if  a  man  were  porter  of  hell- 
gate,  he  fhould  have  old  turning  the  key.  [Knock.']  Knock,  knock, 
knock.  Who's  there,  i'th'  name  of  Belxebub  ?  here's  a  farmer, 
that  hang'd  himfelf  in  th'  expectation  of  plenty :  come  in  time, 
liave  napkins  enough  about  you,  here  you'll  fweat  for't.  [Knock.] 
Knock,  knock.  Who's  there  in  th'  other  devil's  name  I  'faith, 
here's  an  equivocator,  that  could  fwear  in  both  the  fcales  againft 
either  fcale,  who  committed  treafon  enough  for  God's  fake,  yet 
could  not  equivocate  to  heaven :  oh  come  in,  equivocator.  [Knock.] 
Knock,  knock,  knock.  Who's  there  ?  'faith,  here's  an  Enghih  tai- 
lor come  hither  for  ftealing  out  of  a  French  hofe :  come  in,  tailor, 
here  you  may  roaft  your  goofe.  [Knock.']  Knock,  knock.  Never  at 
quiet !  what  are  you  i  but  this  place  is  too  cold  for  hell.  I'll  devil - 
porter  it  no  further :  I  had  thought  to  have  let  in  fome  of  all  pro- 
feffions,  that  go  the  primrofe  way  to  th'  everlafting  bonfire. 
[Knock.]  Anon,  anon,  I  pray  you  remember  the  porter. 

Enter  Macduff,  and  Lenox. 

Macd.  Was  it  fo  late,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed, 
That  you  do  lie  fo  late  ? 

Port.  'Faith,  Sir,  we  were  caroufmg  'till  the  fecond  cock : 
And  drink,  Sir,  is  a  great  provoker  of  three  things. 

Macd.  What  three  things  doth  drink  efpecially  provoke  ? 

Port.  Marry,  Sir,  nofe-painting,  fleep,'and  urine.  Letch  ery, 
Sir,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes ;  it  provokes  the  defire,  but  it 
takes  away  the  performance.  Therefore  much  drink  may  be  faid 
to  be  an  equivocator  with  letchery ;  it  makes  him  and  it  mars 
him ;  it  fets  him  on,  and  it  takes  him  off ;  it  perfwades  him,  and 
difheartens  him ;  makes  him  ftand  to,  and  not  ftand  to  5  in  con- 
clufion,  equivocates  him  into  a  fleep,  and  giving  him  the  lie, 
leaves  him. 

hlacd.  I  belfeve  drink  gave  thee  the  lie  laft  night. 

Port.  That  it  did,  Sir,  i'  th'  very  throat  on  me ;  but  I  requited 
him  for  this  lie,  and  I  think,  being  too  ftronp  for  him,  though 
he  took  up  my  legs  fometim*.  yet  Imade  a  fhift  to  cait  him. 

SCENE,  ©V, 

Macb. 
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Macb,  Not  yet. 

Maed.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him  J 
Tve  almoft  flipt  the  hour. 

Macb.  I'll  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.  I  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you: 
But  yet  'tis  one. 

Macb.  The  labour  we  delight  in  *  phyficks  pain  5 
This  is  the  door. 

Macd.  I'll  make  fo  bold  to  call, 
For  'tis  my  limited  fervice.  [Exit  Macduff. 

Lett,  Goes  the  King  hence  to-day  ? 

Macb,  He  did  appoint  fo. 

hen.  The  night  has  been  unruly  ;  where  we  lay 
Oar  chimneys  were  blown  down:  and,  as  they  fay, 
Lamentings  heard  i'  th'  air,  flrange  fcreams  of  death, 
And  prophefyings  with  accents  terrible 
Of  dire  combuftions,  and  confus'd  events, 
New  hatch'd  to  th*  woful  time:  the  obfeure  bird 
Clamour'd  the  live-long  night.   Some  fay  the  earth 
Was  fev'rous,  and  did  make. 

Macb*  'Twas  a  rough  night. 

hen.  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 
A  fellow  to  it. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Macd,  O  horror  !  horror !  horror  I 
Or  tongue  or  heart  cannot  conceive,  nor  name  thee  ■  ■  —» 

Macb.  and  hen.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Macd,  Confullon  now  hath  made  his  mafter-piece, 
Moft  facrilegious  murther  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  ftole  thence 
The  life  o'  th'  building. 

Macb.  What  is't  you  fay  ?  the  life  ?— - 

hen.  Mean  you  his  Majefty  ?  — — 

Macd,  Approach  the  chamber,  and  deftroy  your  fight 
With  a  new  Gorgon.    Do  not  bid  me  fpeak  $ 
See,  and  then  fpeak  your  felves  t  awake !  awake !  ■ 

[Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 
Ring  the  alarum-bell — —murther!  and  treafon!  


*  Heals  or  cures  pain* 
I  2 
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JBanquo,  and  Donafyain!  Malcolm!  awake! 
Shake  off"  this  downy  fleep,  death's  counterfeit, 
And  look  on  death  itfelf  — —  up,  up,  and  fee 
The  great>doom's  image !  Malcolm!  Donalbainl 
As  from  your  graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  fprights# 
To  countenance  this  horror.  — 

SCENE  V. 
Bell  rings.    Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady.  What's  the  bufinefs, 
That  fuch  an  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  fleepers  of  the  houfe  ?  fpeak. 

Macd.  Gentle  Lady, 
*Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  fpeak. 
The  repetition  in  a  woman's  ear 
Would  murther  as  it  fell. 

Enter  Banquo. 

0  BanquOy  Banquo, 

Our  royal  matter's  murther'd. 

Lady,  Woe,  alas ! 
What,  in  our  houfe?— — — 

Ban.  Too  cruel,  any  where. 
Macduff,  I  pr'ythee  contradict  thy  felf, 
And  fay,  it  is  not  fo. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Lenox,  and  Rofle- 

Macbt  Had  I  but  dy'd  an  hour  before  this  chance^. 

1  had  liv'd  a  blefled  time  :  for  from  this  inftant, 
There's  nothing  ferious  in  mortality  ; 

All  is  but  toys  j  renown  and  grace  are  dead  5 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 
Are  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcolm,  and  Donalbain* 

Von.  What  is  amifs  ? 

Macb.  Yotv  are,  and  do  not  know't: 
The  fpring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  ftopt ;  the  very  fource  of  it  is  ftopt. 

Macd.  Your  royal  father's  murther'd, 

Mai.  Oh,  by  whom  ?  1 

Len.  Thofe  of  his  chamber,  as  it  feem'd,  had  donc't  J 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badg'd  with  blood, 
So  were  their  daggers,  which  unwip'd  we  found 

Upon 
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Upon  their  pillows ;  they  ftar'd,  and  were  diftracted  j 
As  no  man's  life  was  to  be  trufted  with  them. 

Macb.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury, 
That  I  did  kill  them  

Macd,  Wherefore  did  you  fo  ? 

Macb,  Who  can  be  wife  amaz'd,  temperate  and  furious, 
Loyal  and  neutral  in  a  moment  ?  no  man. 
The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 
Out- run  the  piufer,  Reafon.    Here  lay  Duncan, 
His  filver  fkin  lac'd  with  his  goary  blood, 
And  his  gafh'd  itabs  Jook'd  like  a  breach  in  nature, 
For  ruin's  wafteful  entrance  ?  there  the  murtherers, 
Steep'd  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,  their  daggers 
Unmannerly  breech'd  with  gore:  who  could  refrain, 
That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
Courage,  to  make's  love  known? 

Lady.  Help  me  hence,  ho !  —  [Seeming  to  faint* 

Macd.  Look  to  the  Lady. 
Mai,  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues, 
That  moft:  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 

Don,  What  mould  be  fpoken  here, 
Where  our  fate  hid  within  an  augre-hole, 
May  rufh,  and  feize  us  ?  Let's  away,  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew'd. 

'  Mai.  Nor  our  ftrong  forrow  on 
The  foot  of  motion. 

Ban.  Look  there  to  the  Ladyi 

[Lady  Macbeth  is  carried  out. 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid, 
That  fuffer  in  expofure  ;  let  us  meet, 

queftion  this  moft  bloody  piece  of  work, 
^To  know  it  further*    Fears  and  fcruples  make  us : 
In  the  great  rund  of  God  I  ftand,  and  thence, 
Againft  the  undivulg'd  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treas'nous  malice. 
Macb.  So  do  I. 
Ail,  So  all. 

Macb,  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  readinefs, 
And  meet  i'th'  hall  together. 

M.  Well  contented.       [Exeunt  all  but  Mai.  and  Don. 

I  3  BU. 
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Mai,  What  will  you  do  ?  let's  not  confort  with  them: 
To  mew  an  unfelt  forrow,  is  an  office 
Which  the  falfe  man  does  eafie.    I'll  to  England. 

Don,  To  Ireland,  1 5  our  feparated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  fafer  ;  where  we  are, 
There's  daggers  in  mens  fmiles  ;  the  near  in  blood, 
The  nearer  bloody. 

MaL  This  murderous  fhaft  that's  fhot, 
Hath  not  yet  lighted  5  and  our  fafeft  way 
Is  to  avoid"  the  aim.    Therefore  to  horfe, 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking, 
But  fliift  away  ;  there's  warrant  in  that  theft, 
Which  (teals  it  felf  when  there's  no  mercy  left.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    VI.     Without  the  Cajlle. 
Enter  Rofie,  nvitb  an  old  Man. 
Old  Man.  Threefcore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well, 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time,  I've  feen 
Hours  dreadful,  and  things  ftrange  5  but  this  fore  night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

Roffe.  Ah,  good  father, 
Thou  feeft  the  heav'ns,  as  troubled  with  man's  acl, 
Threaten  his  bloody  ftage:  by  th'  clock  'tis  day, 
And  yet  dark  night  ftrangles  the  travelling  lamps 
is't  night's  predominance,  or  the  day's  fhame, 
That  darknefs  does  the  face  of  earth  intomb, 
When  living  light  {hould  l^ifs  it  ? 

Old  M.  'Tis  unnatural, 
Even  like  the  deed  that's  done.    On  T'uefday  laft, 
A  faulcon  tow'ring  in  her  pride  of  place, 
Was  by  a  moufing  owl  hawkt  at,  and  kill'd. 

Rojfe,  And  Duncan's  horfes,  (a  thing  moft  Grange  and 
Beauteous  and  fwift,  the  minions  of  their  race,  [certain! 
Turn'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  ftalls,  flung  out, 
Contending  'gainft  obedience,  as  they  would 
Make  war  with  man. 

Old  M.  'Tis  faid,  they  eat  each  other. 
Rojfe.  They  did  fo  5  to  th'  amazement  of  mine  eyes, 
<That  look'd  upon't. 

Enttt 
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Enter  Macduft, 
Here  comes  the  good  Macduff. 
How  goes  the  world,  Sir,  now  ? 
Macd.  Why,  fee  you  not  ? 

Ro/fe.  Is't  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody  deed  ? 

Macd.  Thofe  that  Macbeth  hath  flain. 

Ro/fe.  Alas  the  day ! 
What  good  could  they  pretend  ? 

Macd.  They  were  fuborn'd  ; 
Malcolm,  and  Donalbain,  the  King's  two  Tons, 
Are  ftorn  away  and  fled,  which  puts  upon  them 
Sufpicion  of  the  deed. 

Ro/fe.  'Gainft  nature  ftill  ; 
Thrifdefs  ambition,  that  will  raven  up 
Its  own  life's  means.    Why  then  it:  is  moft  like 
The  fovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam'd,  and  gone  to  Scone, 
To  be  inverted. 

Ro/fe.  Where  is  Duncan's  body  ? 

Macd.  Carried  to  •  Colmkil, 
The  facred  ftore-houfe  of  his  predecefibrs, 
And  guardian  of  their  bone?, 

Roffe.  Will  you  to  Scone  ? 

Macd.  No,  coufin,  Til  to  Fife. 

Roffe.  Well,  I  will  thither. 

Macd.  WTell !  may  you  fee  things  well  done  there!  adieu. 
Left  our  old  robes  lit  eafier  than  our  new. 
Ro/fe.  Farewel,  father. 

Old.  M.  God's  benifon  go  with  you,  and  with  thofe 
That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  fiicnds  of  foes.  [Exeunt, 

ACT   III.       SCENE  I. 
A  Royal  /Apartment. 
Enter  Banquo. 

THou  haft  it  now  j  King,  Cawdor,  G!amis9  all 
The  weird  women  promis'd  j  and  I  fear 
Thou  plaid'ft  mr>ft  foully  for't  s  yet  it  was  fajd 
It  fliould  not  ftand  in  thy  pofterity, 

*  CotmM  fc  one  ©f  the  weftern  Iflts  of  Scotland t  otherwifo 
taU'd  yqne. 

But 
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But  that  my  felf  mould  be  the  root,  and  father 
Of  many  Kings.    If  there  come  truth  from  them, 
As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,  their  fpeeches  mine, 
Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well, 
And  fet  me  up  in  hope  ?  but  hum,  no  more. 
Trumpets  found.    Enter  Macbeth  as  King,  Lady  Macbeth^ 
Lenox,  RofTe,  Lcrds  and  Attendants* 

Mad.  Here's  our  chief  gueft. 

Lady.  If  he  had  been  forgotten, 
It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  feaft, 
And  all  things  unbecoming. 

Macb.  To-night  we  hold  a  folemn  fupper,  Sir, 
And  FJ1  requeft  your  prefence. 

Ban.  Lay  your  Highnefs' 
Command  upon  me,  to  the  which  my  duties 
Are  with  a  moft  induToluble  tye 
For  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Macb.  We  mould  have  elfe  defirM 
Your  good  advice  (which  ftill  hath  been  both  grave 
And  profperous)  in  this  day's  council 5  but 
We'll  take  to-morrow.    Is  it  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban.  As  far,  my  Lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
*Twixt  this  and  fupper.    Go  not  my  horfie  the  better, 
I  muft  become  a  borrower  of  the  night  , 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 

Macb.  Fail  not  our  feaft. 

Ban.  My  Lord,  I  will  not. 

Macb.  We  hear,  our  bloody  coufins  are  beftowM 
In  England,  and  in  Ireland,  not  confefling 
Their  cruel  parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  ftrange  invention  5  but  of  that  to-morrow  ; 
When  therewithal  we  mall  have  caufe  of  ftate, 
Craving  us  jointly.    Hie  to  horfe:  adieu, 
*Till  you  return  at  night.    Goes  Fleance  with  you  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  ;  our  time  does  call  upon  us« 

Macb.  I  wifli  your  horfes  fwift,  and  fure  of  foots 
And  fo  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs, 

Fare- 
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Farewel.  [Exit  Ban^uo. 

Let  ev'ry  man  be  mafter  of  his  time 

*Till  feven  at  night ;  to  make  fociety 

The  fweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  ourfelf 

"Till  fupper- time  alone :  till  then,  God  be  with  you! 

[Exeunt  Lady  Macbeth,  and  Lords* 

SCENE    II,     Mantnt  Macbeth  and  a  Servant . 
Sirrah,  a  word  with  you :  attend  thofe  men 
Our  pleafure  f 

Ser.  They  are,  my  Lord,  without  the  palace  gate. 

Macb.  Bring  them  before  us— To  be  thus,  is  nothing; 
,  [Exit  Servant. 

But  to  be  fafely  thus :  our  fears  in  Banquo 
Stick  deep,  and  in  his  royalty  of  nature 
Reigns  that  which  would  be  fear'd.    'Tis  much  he  dares^ 
And  to  that  dauntlefs  temper  of  his  mind 
He  hath  a  wifdom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 
To  act  in  fafety.    There  is  none  but  he, 
Whofe  being  I  do  fear :  and  under  him 
My  genius  is  rebuk'd  ;  as  it  is  faid 
Antony" 's  was  by  Cafar's.    He  chid  the  fillers, 
When  firft  they  put  the  name  of  King  upon  me, 
And  bad  them  fpeak  to  him  ;  then  prophet-like, 
They  haiPd  him  father  to  a  line  of  Kings. 
Upon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitless  crown, 
And  put  a  barren  fcepter  in  my  gripe, 
Thence  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineai  hand, 
No  fon  of  mine  fucceeding.    If  'tis  fo. 
For  Banquo\  iflue  have  I  *nTd  my  mind? 
For  them,  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murthcrM  , 
Put  rancours  in  the  veffel  of  my  peace 
Only  for  them  j  and  mine  eternal  jewel 
Giv'n  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 
To  make  them  Kings ;  the  feed  of  Banquo  Kings: 
Rather  than  fo,  come  fate  into  the  lift, 
And  champion  me  to  th'  utterance!  —  who's  there  ? 

Enter  Servant  and  two  Murtberm. 
Co  to  the  door,  and  ftay  there  *  till  we  cjII,  [Exit  Servdn\ 
Was  it  not  yefterday  we  fpoke  t  ogether  ? 

Mur.  It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 
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Macb,  Well  then,  now 
You  have  confider'd  of  my  fpeeches  ?  know 
That  it  wa9  he,  in  the  times  paft,  which  held  yea 
So  under  fortune,  which  you  thought  had  been 
Our  innocent  felf  3  this  I  made  good  to  you 
In  our  laft  conf  'rence,  paft  in  probation  with  you : 
How  you  were  born  in  hand,  how  croft  j  the  inftrument*, 
Who  wrought  with  them:  and  all  things  elfe  that  might 
To  half  a  foul,  and  to  a  notion  craz'd, 
Say,  Thus  did  Banquo. 

j  Mur.  True,  you  made  it  known. 

Macb.  I  did  fo,  and  went  further,  which  is  new 
Our  point  of  fecond  meeting.    Do  you  find 
Your  patience  fo  predominant  in  your  nature 
That  you  can  let  this  go  ?  are  you  fo  gofpell'd, 
To  pray  for  this  good  man  and  for  his  iffue, 
Whofe  heavy  hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  §rave> 
And  beggar' d  yours  for  ever  ? 

1  Mur,  We  are  men,  my  Liege. 

Macb,  Ay,  in  the-catalogue  ye  go  for  men, 
As  hounds,  and  greyhounds,  mungrels,  fpaniels,  cors^ 
Showghcs,  water- rugs,  and  demy- wolves  arc  clep'd 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs ;  the  valued  file 
Diftinguifhes  the  fwift,  the  flow,  the  fubtle, 
The  houfe-keeper,  the  hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 
Hath  in  him  clos*d  ;  whereby  he  does  receive 
Particular  addition,  from  the  bill 
That  writes  them  all  alike :  and  fo  of  men. 
Now,  if  you  have  a  ftation  in  the  file, 
And  n*t  in  the  worft  rank  of  manhood,  fey  it  3 
And  I  will  put  the  bufinefs  in  your  bofoms, 
Whofe  execution  takes  your  enemy  off; 
Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us, 
Who  wear  our  health  but  fickly  in  his  life, 
Which  in  his  death  were  perfecl. 

2  Mur.  I  am  one, 

Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  "the  world 
Have  fo  incens'd,  that  I  am  recklefs  what 
I  do,  to  fpite  the  world, 

I  Msr* 
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1  Mur,  And  I  another, 

So  weary  with  Difaftera,  tugg'd  with  fortune, 
That  I  would  fet  my  life  on  any  chance, 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on't. 

Macb.  Both  of  you  , 
Know  Banquo  was  your  enemy. 

Mur.  True,  my  Lord. 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine  :  and  in  fuch  bloody  diftance, 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrufts 
Againft  my  11631' ft  of  life  \  and  though  I  could 
With  hare-fac'd  power  fweep  him  from  my  fight, 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it ;  yet  I  mull  not, 
For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine, 
Whofe  loves  I  may  not  drop  ;  but  wail  his  fall 
Whom  I  my  felf  ftruck  down  :  and  thence  it  is0 
That  I  to  your  afiiftance  do  make  love, 
Malking  the  bufinefs  from  the  common  eye 
For  fundry  weighty  reafons. 

2  Mur.  We  mall,  my  Lord, 
Perform  what  you  command  us. 

1  Mur.  Though  our  lives  — — 

Macb.  Your  fptrits  mine  through  you.  In  this  hour,  at 
I  will  advife  you  where  to  plant  your  (elves,  [moft, 
Acquaint  you  with  the  perfe&  fpy  o*  th*  time, 
^The  moment  on't,  for't  muft  be  done  to-night, 
And  fomething  from  the  palace  :  (always  thought 
That  I  require  a  clearnefs)  and  with  him, 
(To  leave  no  rubs  nor  botches  in  the  work) 
FItance  his  fon  that  keeps  him  company, 
(Whofe  abfence  is  no  lels  material  to  me, 
Than  is  his  father's)  muft  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour.    Refolve  yourfelves  a-parr, 
FJJ  come  to  you  anon. 

Mur.  We  are  refolv'd.  * 

Macb.  I'll  call  upon  you  flraight ;  abide  within* 
It  is  concluded  ;  Banquo,  thy  foul's  flight, 
If  it  find  he^v'n,  muft  find  it  out  to-night.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE  III. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant, 

Lady,  Is  Banquo  gone  from  Court  ? 

Ser, 
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Sen  Ay,  Madam,  but  returns  again  to- night. 

Lady,  Say  to  the  King,  I  would  attend  his  leifure, 
For  a  few  words. 

Ser,  Madam,  I  will.  [£ 

Lady*  Nought's  had,  all's  fpent, 
Where  our  defire  is  got  without  content : 
'Tis  better  to  be  that  which  we  deftroy, 
Than  by  deftrudtion  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 
How  now,  my  lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone, 
Of  forrieft  fancies  your  companions  making  ? 
Ufing  thofe  thoughts,  which  mould  indeed  have  dy'd 
With  them  they  think  on  ?  things  without  remedy 
Should  be  without  regard  ;  what's  done,  is  done. 

Macb  We  have  fcotch'd  the  fnake,  not  kill'd  it, 
She'll  clofe,  and  be  her  feif,  whilft  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 
But  let  both  worlds  disjoint,  and  all  things  fuffer, 
Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  Deep 
In  the  affliction  of  thefe  terrible  dreams, 
That  make  us- nightly.    Better  be  with  the  dead, 
(Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  fent  to  peacc;) 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lye 
In  reftlefs  ecftafie.  —  — ■  Duncan  is  in  his  grave  5 
After  life's  fitful  fever,  he  fleeps  weli ; 
Treafon  has  done  his  woift  ;  nor  fteel  nor  poHbn, 
Malice  domeflick,  foreign  levy,  nothing 
Can  touch  him  further. 

Lady,  Come  on  j 
Gentle  my  Lord,  lUek  o'er  your  rugged  looks* 
Be  bright  and  jovial  *mong  your  guerls  to-night. 

Macb,  So  mall  I,  love  5  and  fo  I  pray  be  you  ; 
Let  your  remembrance  ftill  spply  to  Banquo, 
Prefent  him  eminence,  both  with  eye  and  tongue:  . 
Unfafe  the  while,  that  we  muft  lave  our  honours 
In  thefe  fo  flatt'ring  dreams,  and  make  our  faces 
Vizards  t*  our  hearts,  djfguifing  what  they  are* 

Lady,  You  muft  leave  this. 

Macb,  Oh!  full  of  fcorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wif 
Thou  know'rt  that  Banqw  and  Irs  Fleantt  iiye. 
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Lady*  But  in  them  nature's  copy's  not  eternal. 

Macb.  There's  comfort  yet,  they  are  available  3 
Then  be  thou  jocund.    Ere  the  bat  hath  flown 
Hiscloyfter'd  flight,  ere  to  black  Hecafs  fummona 
The  fhard-born  beetle  with  his  drowfie  hums 
Hath  rung  night's  yawning  peal,  there  ihall  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Macb.  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareft  chuck£ 
'Till  thou  applaud  the  deed  •„  come,  feeling  nighty 
Scarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day, 
And  with  thy  bloody  and  invinfible  hand 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond, 
"Which  keeps  me  pale  1  Light  thickens,  and  the  crow 
Makes  wing  to  th'  rooky  wood  : 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowze, 
Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  rowze. 
Thou  marvcirft  at  my  words ;  but  hold  thee  Mill  5 
Things  bad  begun,  make  ftrong  themfelves  by  ill: 
So  pr'ythee  go  with  me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    IV.     A  Park,  the  Cafth  at  a  Difianct* 
Enter  three  Murtbereru 

1  Mur.  But  who  did  bid  thee  join  with  us» 

3  Mur .  Macbeth* 

z  Mur,  He  needs  not  our  miftruft,  fince  he  delivers 

{Speaking  to  the  firjt. 

Oar  offices,  and  what  we  have  to  do^ 
To  the  direction  juft. 

1  Mur.  Then  ftanl  with  us. 
The  weft  yet  glimmers  with  fome  ftreafes  of  days 
Now  fpurs  the  lated  traveller  apace* 
To  gain  the  timely  inn,  and  near  approaches 
The  iubjecr  of  our  watch* 
3  Mur,  Hark,  1  hear  horfes. 
Ban  qua  within.  Give  light  there,  ho! 
2.  Mur.  Then  it  is  he  :  the  reft 
That  are  within  the  note  of  expectation^ 
Already  are  i'  th*  Court. 
1  Mur.  His  horics  go  about 
3  Mur.  Almoft  a  mile: 

Vol.  VIII,  K  £*l 
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But  he  does  ufually,  fo  all  men  do, 
Erorn  h  nee  to  th  palace  gate  make  it  their  walk. 
Enter  Banquo  and  Fleance,  nvitb  a  torch, 

2  Mur.  A  light,  a  light. 

3  Mur.  'Tis  he. 

i  Mur.  Stand  to't. 

Ban.  It  will  be  rain  to-night. 

I  Mur.  Let  it  come  down.  [They  affauh  Banquo. 

$art.  Oh  treachery!  fly,  TltanUi  fly,  fly,  fly, 
Thou  mny'ft  revenge.  Oh  flave !     [Dies,  Fleance  efcapes, 
3  Mur.  Who  did  ftrike  ©ut  the  light  ? 

1  Mur.  Was't  not  the  way  ? 

3  Mur,  There's  but  one  down  5  the  fan 
Is  fled. 

2  Mur*.  We  have  loft  beft  half  of  our  affair. 

1  Mur,  Well,  let's  away,  and  fay  how  much  is  done 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE    V.      A  Room  of  State  in  the  Cafile. 
A  "Banquet  prepaid.    Enter  Macbeth,  Lady  Macbeth, 

Roffe,  Lenox,  Lords,  and  Attendants, 
M&c&,  You  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down  : 
And  firft  and  lafT,  the  hearty  welcome. 
Lords.  Thanks  ^0  your  Majefty. 
Macb.  Our  felf  will  mingle  with  fociety, 
And  play  the  humble  hoft: 
Our  hoftefs  keeps  her  ftate,  but  in  beft  time 
We  will  require  her  welcome.  [They  Jit, 

Lady.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  Sir,  to  all  our  friends. 
For  my  heart  fpeaks,  they're  welcome. 

Enter  firfi  Murtherer, 
Macb.  See  they  encounter  thee  with  their  heart's  thanks. 
Both  fides  are  even  §  here  I'll  fit  i'th  midft  ; 
Be  large  in  mirth,  anon  we'll  drink  a  meafure  1 
The  table  round        ■  There's  blood  upon  thy  face, 

[To  the  Murtherer  ajide  at  the  door, 
Mur.  'Tis  Banquo*  s  then. 

Macb.  'Tis  better  thee  without,  than  him  within. 
Is  he  difpatch'd? 

Mur.  My  Lord,  his  throat  is  cut,  I  did  that  for  him. 
M'jsb,  Thou  art  the  beft  of  cut- throats  j  yet  he's  good, 

That 
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That  did  the  like  for  Fkance :  if  thou  did'ft  it, 
Thou  art  the  non-pareil. 

Mur,  Moll  royal  Sir, 
Fleance  is  'fcap'd. 

Macb.  Then  comes  my  fit  again  :  I  had  elfe  been  perfect  3 
Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock, 
As  broad  and  gen'ral  as  the  cafing  airs 
But  now  I'm  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 
To  fawcy  doubts  and  fears.    But  Banyuo's  fafe  ? — — 

Mur,  Ay,  any  good  Lord :  fafe  in  a  ditch  he  bides, 
With  twenty  trenched  games  on  his  head  j 
The  leaft  a  death  to  nature. 

Macb,  Thanks  for  that ; 
There  the  grown  ferpent  Jyes:  the  worm  that's  fled 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  venom  breed, 
No  teeth  for  th'  prefent.    Get  thee  gone,  to-morrow 
We'll  hear  thee  our  felves  again.  [Exit  MurtbertT* 

Lady,  My  royal  Lord, 
You  do  not  give  the  cheer  ;  the  fea.ft  is  cold 
That  is  not  often  vouched,  while  'tis  making, 
'Tis  giv'n  with  welcome.    To  feed,  were  beft  at  home  J 
From  thence,  the  fawce  to  meat  is  ceremony, 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

[The  Gboft  sf  Banquo  rife*,  and  fits  in  Macbeth'*  plate. 

Macb*  Sweet  remembrancer! 
Now  good  digeftion  wait  on  appetite, 
And  health  on  both  ! 

Len,  May't  pleafc  your  Highnefs  fit? 

Macb,  Here  had  we  now  our  country's  honour  rooPd, 
Were  the  grae'd  perfon  of  our  Banquo  prefent  ■  ■  ■  ■ 
Whom  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs, 
Than  pity  for  mifchance  1 

Roffe,  His  abfence,  Sir> 
Lays  blame  upon  his  promife.    Pleafe't  your  Highnefs 
To  grace  us  with  ^our  royal  company  ? 

Macb,  The  table's  full.  [Starthg 

Len,  Here  ia  a  place  referv'd,  Sir. 

Macb.  Where  ? 

Len,  Here,  my  good  Lord. 
What  iVt  that  moves  your  Highnefs  ? 

K  a  Macb. 
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Macb.  Which  of  you  have  done  this  ? 
Lords.  What,  my  Lord  ? 

Macb.  Thou  can'ft  not  fay  I  did  it:  never  /hake 
Thy  goary  locks  at  me. 

Roffe.  Gentlemen,  rife  ;  his  Highnefs  is  not  well. 

Lady*  Sit,  worthy  friends,  my  Lord  is  often  thus. 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth.    Pray  you  keep  feat. 
The  fit  is  momentary,  on  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well.    If  much  you  note  him, 
You  mall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  paflion  ; 
Peed,  and  regard  him  not.  Are  you  a  man  ?  [To  Macb.  afide) 

Macb.  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appall  the  devil. 

Lady.  Proper  fluff ! 
This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear ;  [Afide* 
This  is  the  air- drawn  dagger,  which  you  faid 
X.ed  you  to  Duncan.    Oh,  thefe  flaws  and  {tarts 
(Impoltors  of  true  fear,)  would  well  become 
A  woman's  ftory  at  a  winter's  fire, 
Authoriz'd  by  her  grandaro.    Shame  it  felf !  « 
Why  do  you  make  fuch  faces  ?  when  all's  done 
You  look  but  on  a  ftool. 

Macb.  Pr?ythee  fee  there ! 
Behold !  look  !  lo !  how  fay  you  ?    [Pointing  to  the  Cbcfl9 
Why,  what  care  I  ?  if  thou  canft  nod,  fpeak  too. 
If  charnel-houfes  and  our  graves  muft  fend 
Thofe  that  we  bury,  back  5  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites.  [Ti><?  Gbofi  vanijbet9 

Lady.  Wh^t  ?  quite  unmann'd  in  folJy  ? 

Macb.  If  I  ftand  here,  I  faw  him. 

Lady.  Fie  for  ihame ! 

Macb.  Blood  hath  been  med.ere  now,  i'th*  olden  time, 
Ire  human  ftatute  purg'd  the  gentle  weal ; 
Ay,  and  fince  too,  murthers  have  been  perform'd 
Too  terrible  for  th'  ear :  the  times  have  been, 
That  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die, 
And  there  an  end  5  but  now  they  rife  again 
With  twenty  mortal  murthers  on  their  crowns, 
And  pufh  us  from  our  itools  5  this  is  more  ftrange 
Than  fuch  a  murther  is. 

Lady, 
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Lady,  My  worthy  Lord, 
Your  noble  friends  do  lack  you. 

Macb.  I  forgot  

Do  not  mufe  at  me,  my  moft  worthy  friends, 
I  have  a  ftrange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  thofe  that  know  me.    Love  and  health  to  all ! 
Then  I'll  fit  down  :  give  me  fome  wine,  ftil  full— fi 
I  drink  to  th*  general  Joy  of  the  whole  table, 
And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo  whom  we  mifs, 
Would  he  were  here !  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirft, 
And  all  to  all. 

Lords.  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge.  {The  Gbofl  rifes  again. 

Macb.  Avant,  and  quit  my  fight !  let  the  earth  hide  thee ! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowlefs,  thy  blood  is  cold  j 
Thou  haft  no  fpeculation  in  thofe  eyes 
Which  thou  doft  glare  with. 

Lady.  Think  of  this,  good  Peers, 
But  as  a  thing  of  cuftom  j  'tis  no  other, 
Only  it  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruffian  bear, 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  Hyrcanian  tyger, 
Take  any  fhape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerved 
Shall  never  tremble.    Be  alive  again, 
And  dare  me  to  the  defart,  with  thy  fword  j 
If  trembling  I  inhibit,  then  proteft  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl,    Hence,  horrible  fhadow, 
Unreal  tnock'ry  hence  !  Why  fo,  — -  be  gone-— «^» 

[The  Gbofl  vanijheSn 
I  am  a  man  again  i  pray  you  fit  ftill.         [The  Lords  riff. 

Lady.  You  have  difplac'd  the  mirth,  broke  the  good 
With  moft  admir*d  diforder.  [meeting 

Macb.  Can  fuch  tilings  be, 
And  over-come  us  like  a  fummer's  cloud 
Without  our  fpecial  wonder  ?  you  make  me  ftrartgc 
Ev'n  at  the  difpofition  that  I  owe, 
Now  when  T  think  you  cm  behold  fuch  fights, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheek, 
When  mine  is  blanch' d  with  fear, 

RoJJe.  What  fights,  my, Lord  ? 

K  3  Lady. 
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Lady.  I  pray  you  fpeak  not  5  he  grows  worfe  and  worfe<, 
QuefHon  enrages  him  s  at  once,  good -night. 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 
But  go  at  once. 

Len,  Good- night,  and  better  health 
Attend  his  Majeity ! 

Lady,  Good- night  to  all.  [Exeunt  Lords, 

Macb.  It  will  have  blood,  they  fay  blood  will  have  bloodJ 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  fpeak  ; 
Augurs  that  underftood  relations  have 
By  magpies,  and  by  choughs,  and  rooks  brought  forth 
^The  fecret'ft  man  of  blood.    What  is  the  night  ? 

Lady.  Almoft  at  odds  with  morning  which  is  which. 

Macb.  How  fay'ft  thou,  that  Macduff  denies  his  perfon 
At  our  great  bidding  ? 

Lady.  Did  you  fend  to  him,  Sir  ? 

Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way  ;  but  I  will  fend  S 
There's  not  a  Thane  of  them,  but  in  his  houfe 
I  keep  a  fervant  fee'd.    I  will  to-morrow 
(Betimes  I  will)  unto  the  weird  fitters. 
More  mail  they  fpeak  ;  for  now  I'm  bent  to  know, 
By  the  word:  means,  the  wortf,  for  mine  own  good  j 
All  caufes  mall  give  way,  I  am  in  blood 
Stept  in  fo  far,  that  mould  I  wade  no  more, 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  going  o'er : 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand, 
Which  muft  be  a&ed  ere  they  may  be  fcann'd. 

Lady.  You  lack  the  feafon  of  all  natures,  ileep, 

Macb.  Come,  we'll  to  lleep  j  my  ftrange  and  felf-abufe 
Is  the  initiate  fear,  that  wants  hard  ufe  : 
We're  yet  but  young  in  deeds.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    VI.     The  Heath. 
^Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches,  meeting  Hecate. 

3  Witch.  Why,  how  now,  Heca?  ?  you  look  angerly. 

Hec.  Have  I  not  reafon,  beldams,  as  you  are  ? 
Sawcy,  and  over- bold,  how  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  trafrlck  with  Macbeth^ 
In  riddles  and  affairs  of  death  ? 
.And  I  the  miftrefs  of  your  charms. 
The  ciofe  contriver  of  all  harms* 

w§» 
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Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part, 

Or  mew  the  glory  of  our  art  ? 

And  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done 

Hath  been  bat  for  a  wayward  fon, 

Spightful  and  wrathful,  who,  as  others  do, 

Loves  for  his  own  ends,  net  for  you. 

But  make  amends  now  j  get  you  gone, 

And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 

Meet  me  i'th*  morning :  thither  he 

Will  come,  to  know  his  deftiny  ;  1 

Your  velTels  and  your  fpells  provide, 

Your  charms,  and  every  thing  belide. 

I  am  for  th*  air:  this  night  I'll  fpend 

Unto  a  difmal,  fatal  end. 

Great  bufinefs  muft  be  wrought  ere  noon  ; 

Upon  the  comer  of  the  moon 

There  hangs  a  vap'rous  drop,  profound  ; 

I'll  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground  : 

And  that  diftill'd  by  magick  flights, 

Shall  raife  fuch  artificial  fprights, 

As  by  the  (trength  of  their  illufion, 

Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confufion. 

He  mall  fpurn  fate,  fcorn  death,  and  bear 

His  hopes  'bove  wiidom,  grace,  and  fear: 

And  you  all  know,  fecurity 

Is  mortal's  chiefeft  enemy.  [Mufick  and  a  Song* 

Hark,  I  am  call'd:  my  little  fpirit,  fee, 
Sits  in  the  foggy  cloud,  and  ftays  for  me. 

[Sing  within;  Come  away,  come  away,  &c. 
I  Witch.  Come,  let's  make  hafte,  /he'll  loon  be  back 
again.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    VII.     Enter  Lenox  and  another  Lord, 
Len.  My  former  fpeech.es  have  but  hit  your  thoughts, 
Which  can  interpret  farther:  only  I  fay 
Things  have  been  ftrangely  born.    The  gracious  Duncan 

Was  pitied  of  Macbeth  marry  he  was  dead  : 

And  the  right  valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late. 

Whom  you  may  fay,  if *t  pleafe  you,  Fleance  kill*d, 

For  Fleance  fled  :  men  muft  not  walk  too  late. 

You  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monftrous  too 

|t  was  for  Malcolm,  and  for  Donalbain  Tq 
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To  kill  their  graciou*  father,  damned  fact ! 

How  did  it  grieve  Macbeth  f  did  he  not  ftraight 

In  pious  rage  the  two  delinquents  tear, 

That  were  the  flaves  of  drink  and  thralls  of  fleep  ? 

Was  not  that  nobly  done  ?  ay,  wifely  too  ; 

For  'twould  have  anger' d  any  heart  alive 

To  hear  the  men  deny't.    So  that  I  fay 

He  has  born  all  things  well,  and  I  do  think 

That  had  he  Duncan's  fons  under  his  key, 

(As  an't  pleafe  heav'n  he  fhall  not,)  they  fhould  find 

What  'twere  to  kill  a  father :  fo  fhould  Fkance. 

But  peace !  for  from  broad  words,  and  'caufe  he  fail'd 

His  pre  fence  at  the  tyrant's  feaft,  I  hear 

Macduff  lives  in  difgrace.    Sir,  can  you  tell 

Where  he  beftows  himfelf  ? 

Lord,  The  fon  of  Duncan, 
From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birth, 
Lives  in  the  Englijh  Court,  and  is  receiv'd 
Of  the  moft  pious  Edward,  with  fuch  grace, 
That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  refpecl.   Thither  Macduff 
Is  gone  to  pray  the  King  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumberland ,  and  warlike  Siward  j 
That  by  the  help  of  thefe,Jwith  Him  above 
To  ratifie  the  work,)  we  may  again 
Give  to  our  tables  meat,  fleep  to  our  nights  5 
Free  from  our  feafts  and  banquets  bloody  knives. $ 
Do  faithful  homage,  and  receive  free  honours, 
All  which  we  pine  for  now.    And  this  report 
Hath  fo  exafp'rated  the  King,  that  he 
Prepares  for  fome  attempt. 

Len,  Sent  he  to  Macduff? 

Lord.  He  did  ;  and  with  an  abfolute,  Siry  not  1, 
The  cloudy  mefTenger  turns  me  his  back, 
And  hums  ;  as  who  fhould  fay,  you'll  rue  the  time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  anlwer, 

Len.  And  that  well  might 
Advife  him  to  a  care  to  hold  what  diftance 
His  wifdom  can  provide.    Some  holy  angel 
Fly  to  the  Court  of  England,  and  unfold 
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His  melTage  ere  he  come !  that  a  fwift  blefling 
May  foon  return  to  this  our  fufTering  country, 
Under  a  hand  accursed ! 

Lord.  I'll  fend  my  prayers  with  him.  [Exeunt. 

ACT   IV.     SCENE  I. 
A  dark  Cave,  in  the  middle  a  great  Cauldron  burning. 
Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches. 
J  Witch.  JTTlHrice  the  brinded  cat  hath  mew'd. 

J.     2  Witch.  Twice  and  once  the  hedge- pig 
whin'd. 

3  Witch.  Harper  crys,  'tis  time,  'tis  time. 

1  Witch.  Round  about  the  cauldron  go, 
In  the  poifon'd  entrails  throw. 

[They  march  round  the  Cauldron,  and  throw  in  the  fevtral 
ingredients  as  for  the  preparation  of  their  charm. 
Toad,  that  under  the  cold  Itone, 
Pays  and  nights  haft,  thirty  one, 
Swelter'd  venom  fleeping  got ; 
J5oil  thou  firft  i'th'  charmed  pot. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  , 
Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

2  Witch.  Fillet  of  a  fenny  ftake, 
In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake 

Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog ; 
Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog ; 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind-worm's  fting, 
Lizard's  leg,  and  owlet's  wing  : 
For  a  charm  of  pow'rful  trouble, 
Like  a  hell-broth,  boil  and  bubble. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

3  Witch.  Scale,  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf, 
Witches  mummy  ;  maw,  and  gulf 

Of  the  ravening  fait  fea-mark  ; 
Root  of  hemlock  diggM  i'th'  dark  5 
Liver  of  blafpheming  fenv  : 
Gall  of  goat,  and  flips  of  yew, 
Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipfe  ; 
Nofe  of  Turk,  and  Tartar's  lips  $ 

Finger 
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Finger  of  birth-  ftrangled  babe, 
Ditch -deliver'd  by  a  drab  ; 
Make  the  gruel  thick  and  flab. 
■Add  thereto  a  tyger's  chawdron, 
For  th'  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Fire  burn  and  cauldron  bubble. 

2  Witch.  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  blood, 
Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate,  and  other  three  Witches 

Hec.  Oh!  well  done  !  I  commend  your  pains, 
And  every  one  mall  mare  i'  th'  gains  : 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  fing 
Like  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring, 
Inchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

Mujick  and  a  Song, 
Black  fpirits  and  white* 
Blue  fpiriti  and  grey, 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle, 
You  that  mingle  may, 

a  Witch.  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes : 
Open  locks,  whoever  knocks. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  How  now,  you  fecret  black  and  midnight  hag*  ? 
What  is't  you  do  ? 

All.  A  deed  without  a  name. 

Macb.  I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  profefs, 
(How-  e'er  you  come  to  know  it)  anfwer  me. 
Though  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Againft  the  churches ;  though  the  yefty  waves 
Confound  and  fwallow  navigation  up  5 
Though  bladed  corn  be  lodg'd,  and  trees  blown  down, 
Though  caftles  topple  on  their  warders  heads  5 
Though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  flope 
Their  heads  to  their  foundations  5  though  the  treafure 
Of  nature's  germins  tumble  all  together, 
Ev'n  'till  deftru<£lion  fkken:  anfwer  me 
To  what  I  a/k  you, 

I  Witch  Speak. 

2  Winh 
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2  Witch*  Demand. 

3  Witch.  We'll  anfwer. 

.  1  Witch.  Say,  if  th'  had  ft  rather  hear  it  from  our  mouths  ^ 
Or  from  our  matters  ? 

Macb.  Call  'em  :  let  me  fee  'em.  v 

1  Witch.  Pour  in  fow's  blood,  that  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  farrow:  greafe  that's  fweaten 
From  the  murth'rer's  gibbet,  throw 
Into  the  flame. 

AV.  Come  high  or  low : 
Thy  felf  and  office  deftly  fhow.  \fTbundcr* 
Apparition  of  an  armed  Head  rifes, 

Macb,  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power  ■ 

1  Witch.  He  knows  thy  thought :  - 
Hear  his  fpeech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 

App.  Macbeth!  Macbeth  I  Macbeth!  beware  Macduff!— 
Beware  thoThane  of  Fife — difmifs  me— enough—  \Defcendu 

Macb,  What-e'er  thou  art,  for  thy  good  caution  thanks. 
Thou' ft  haTp'd  my  fear  aright.    But  one  word  more  ■ 

I  Witcb,  He  will  not  be  commanded  3  here's  another 
More  potent  than  the  firft.  [Thunder* 
Apparition  of  a  bloody  child  rifes, 

App,  Macbeth !  Macbeth !  Macbeth  ! 

Macb.  Had  I  three  ears,  I'd  hear  thee. 

App.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  refolute  5  laugh  to  fcor/l 
The  pow'r  of  man  5  for  none  of  woman  born 
Shall  harm  Macbeth,  [Defcendt, 

Macb.  Then  live,  Macduff:  what  need  I  fear  of  thee  ? 
But  yet  I'll  make  aflurance  double  fure, 
And  take  a  bond  of  fate  ;  thou  /halt  not  live, 
That  I  may  tell  pale- hearted  fear,  it  lies  j 
And  ileep  in  fpight  of  thunder.  [TbunJer% 

Apparition  of  a  Child  cro  wned,  with  a  tree  in  his  bind,  rifeu 
What  is  this, 

That  riles  like  the  ifiue  of  a  King. 
And  wears  upon  his  baby-brow  the  round 
And  top  of  fovereignty  ? 

All.  Liften,  but  fpeak  not. 

App.  Be  lion- mettled,  proud,  and  take  no  care. 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  confpirers  are  : 

Macbeth 
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Macbeth  mall  never  vanquifVd  be,  untill 
Great  Birnam  wood  to  Dun/mane's  high  hill 
Shall  come  againft  him. 

Macb.  That  will  never  be  : 
Who  can  imprefs  the  foreft,  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  his  earth-bound  root  ?  Sweet  boadmentsl  good  \ 
Rebellion's  head,  rife  never,  'till  the  wood 
Of  Birnam  rife;  and  our  high-plac*d  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  leafe  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time  and  mortal  cuftom,    Yet  my  heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing  ;  Tell  me,  (if  your  art 
Can  tell  fo  much)  mall  Banquet  ilTue  ever 
Reign  in  this  kingdom  ? 

All.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

[The  cauldron  Jinks  into  the  ground, 

Macb.  I  will  be  fatisfy'd.    Deny  me  this, 
And  an  eternal  curfe  fall  on  you  !  let  me  know, 
"Why  finks  that  cauldron  ?  and  what  noife  is  this  ?  [Hautboys. 

i  Witch,  Shew! 

a  Witch.  Shew ! 

3  Witch.  Shew ! 

All.  Shew  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart, 
Come  like  fhadows,  fo  depart. 

[Eight  Kings  appear  and  pafs  over  in  order ,  the  lajl  holding 
a  glajs  in  his  hand :  ivith  Banquo  following  them, 

Macb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  fpirit  of  Banquo  j  down! 
Thy  crown  dees  fear  mine  eye- balls.  — — And  thy  hair 

(Thou  other  gold- bound  brow)  is  like  the  firft  ■  ■  ■ 

A  third  is  like  the  former,  filthy  hags ! 

Why  do  you  fhew  me  this  ?  A  fourth  >  Start  eye  - 

What,  will  the  line  ftretch  out  to  th*  crack  of  doom  f--^ 

Another  yet  ?  -A  feventh!  1*11  fee  no  more  - 

And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  gJafs, 
Which  fhews  me  many  more ;  and  fome  I  fee 
That  twofold  balls  and  treble  fceptres  carry. 
Horrible  fight!  nay,  now  I  fee  'tis  true, 
For  the  blood- bolter'd  Banquo  fmiles  upon  me, 
And  points  at  them  for  his.    What,  is  this  fo  ? 

i  Witch.  Ay,  Sir,  all  this  is  fo,    But  why 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amagedlv  ? 

Coras 
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Come,  fillers,  chear  we  up  his  fprights, 
And  mew  the  beft  of  our  delights  5 
I'll  charm  the  air  to  give  a  found, 
While  you  perform  your  antique  round: 
That  this  great  King  may  kindly  fay, 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay.  [Muficko 
[The  Witches  dance ',  and  *vanijh. 

Macb.  Where  are  they  ?  gone? —-Let  this  pernicious 
Stand  ay  accurfed  in  the  kalendar.  [hour 
Come  in,  without  there  \ 

'Enter  Lenox. 

Len,  What's  your  Grace's  will  ? 

Macb.  Saw  you  the  weird  fifters  ? 

Len.  No,  my  Lord. 

Macb,  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

Len,  No  indeed,  my  Lord. 

Macb,  Infected  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride, 
And  damn'd  all  thofe  that  truft  them!  I  did  hear 
The  galloping  of  horfc.    Who  was't  came  by  ? 

Len,  'Tic  two  or  three,  my  Lord,  that  bring  you  word, 
Macduff  is  fled  to  England, 

Macb,  Fled  to  England  f 

Len.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Macb.  Time,  thou  anticipate  my  dread  exploits  2 
The  flighty  purpofe  never  is  o'er-took 
Unlefs  the  deed  go  with  it.    From  this  moment, 
The  very  firftlings  of  my  heart  mall  be 
The  firftlings  of  my  hand.    And  even  now 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  acts,  be't  thought  and  done: 
The  caftle  of  Macduff  I  will  furprife, 
Seize  upon  Fife,  give  to  th*  edge  o'th'  fword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  fouls 
That  tiace  him  in  his  line.    No  boafting  like  a  fool, 
This  deed  I'll  do  before  the  purpofe  cool. 
But  no  more  fights.    Where  are  thefe  gentlemen  ? 
Come,  bring  me  where  they  are.  [l&eunt 
SCENE    III.     MacdufTi  Caftle  at  Fife. 
Enter  Lady  IVLcdufY,  ber  Son,  and  RofTe. 
L.  Macd.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly  the  land 
Roffe,  You  mull  haye  patience,  Madam. 
Vol.  VIII.  L  L 
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L,  Macd.  He  had  none  j 
His  flight  was  madnefs  j  when  our  anions  do  not* 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

RcJJe,  You  know  not, 
Whether  it  was  his  wifdom,  or  his  fear. 

L,  Macd.  Wifdom  ?  to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave  his  babae^ 
His  manfion,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himfelf  does  fly  ?  he  loves  us  not, 
He  wants  the  nat'ral  touch  ;  for  the  poor  wren, 
The  moil  diminutive  of  birds,  will  right, 
Her  young  ones  in  her  neft,  againft  the  owl ; 
All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love  $ 
As  little  is  the  wifdom  where  the  flight 
So  runs  againft  all  reafon. 

Roffi.  Deareft  coufin, 
I  pray  you  fchool  your  felf  $  but  for  your  huftanu% 
He's  noble,  wife,  judicious,  and  beft  knows 
The  fits  o'th'  time.    I  dare  not  fpeak  much  further, 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors, 
And  do  not  know't  our  felves :  when  we  hold  rumour 
From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear, 
But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  fea 
Bach  way,  and  move.    I  take  my  leave  of  you  j 
*T  lhali  not  be  long  but  Til  be  here  again : 
Things  at  the  worft  will  ceafe,  or  elfe  climb  upward 
To  what  they  were  before :  My  pretty  coufin, 
Blefling  upon  you ! 

L,  Macd,  Father'd  he  is,  and  yet  he's  fatherlefs. 

Rcffe.  I  am  fo  much  a  fool,  mould  I  ftay  longer, 
It  would  be  my  difgrace,  and  your  difcomfort. 
I  take  my  leave  at  cnce.  [Exit  RofTet 

L.  Macd.  Sirrah,  your  father's  dead, 
And  what  will  you  do  now  ?  hew  will  you  live  ? 

Son.  As  birds  do,  mother. 

L.  Macd,  What,  on  worms  and  flies  ? 

Son.  On  what  I  get,  and  fo  do  they. 

L.  Macd.  Poor  bird,  thou'dft  never  fear  the  net,  nor  lime, 
The  pit- fall,  nor  the  gin. 

Son,  Why  fhould  I,  mother  ?  poor  birds  they  are  not  fet 
My  father  is  not  dead,  for  all  your  faying,  [for. 

3  -  L. 
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L,  Macd,  Yes,  he  is  dead  ?  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  fa- 
ther ? 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  hufband  ? 

L.  Macd,  Why  I  can  buy  rne  twenty  at  any  market. 

Son,  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  fell  again. 
.  L,  Macd,  Thou  fpeak'ft  with  all  thy  wit,  and  yet  i' faith 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son,  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  mother  ? 

L,  Macd.  Ay  that  he  was. 

Son,  What  is  a  traitor  ? 

L,  Macd,  Why,  one  that  fwears  and  lies. 

Son,  And  be  all  traitors  that  do  fo  ? 

L,  Macd,  Every  one  that  does  fo  is  a  traitor,  and  mud 
be  hang'd. 

Son,  And  muft  they  all  be  hang'd  that  fwear  and  lie  ? 

L,  Macd.  Every  one. 

Son,  Who  muft  hang  them  ? 

L,  Macd,  Why  honeft  men. 

Son,  Then  the  liars  and  fwearera  are  fools ;  for  there 
are  liars  and  fwearers  enough  to  beat  the  honeft  men,  and 
hang  up  them. 

Lt  Macd,  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey !  but  how  wilt 
thou  do  for  a  father  ? 

Son,  If  he  were  dead,  youM  weep  for  him  ;  if  you 
would  not,  it  were  a  good  fign  that  I  mould  quickly  have 
a  new  father. 

L,  Macd,  Poor  pratler,  how  thou  talk'ft ! 

Entir  a  Meffengcr, 

M*f*  Blefs  you,  fair  dame  !  I  am  not  to  you  knownP 
Though  in  your  ftate  of  honour  I  am  perfect ; 

I  doubt  fome  danger  does  approach  you  nearly. 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice, 

Be  not  found  here  ?  hence  with  your  little  ones* 

To  fright  you  thus  methinks  I  am  too  lavage  ; 

To  do  lefs,  to  you  were  fell  cruelty, 

Which  is  too  nigh  your  perfon.    Heav'n  preferve  yon1 

I I  dare  abide  no  longer.  [Exit  Mejpngt**  ■ 
h,  Macd,  Whither  fhould  I  fly  ? 

IVe  done  no  harm.    But  I  remember  now 
Vsn  in  this  earthly  world,  where  to  do  harm 

Lz  Is 
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Is  often  laudable,  to  Ho  good  fometime 
Accounted  dangerous  folly.    Why  then,  alas, 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence, 
To  fay  Tad  done  no  harm  ?— what  are  thefe  faces  ? 
Enter  Murtbercrs, 

Mtir.  Where  is  your  hufeand  ? 

L,  Macd,  I  hope  in  no  place  fo  unfan&ified 
Where  fuch  as  thou  may'ft  find  him. 

Mur.  He's  a  traitor. 

Son.  Thou  ly'ft,  thou  ftiag-earM  villain* 

Mur.  What,  you  egg  ?  [Stabbing  him, 

Young  fry  of  treachery  ? 

Son.  He'as  kill'd  me,  mother, 

Run  away,  pray  you. 

[Exit<  Lady  Macduff  crying  murther ;  Murtbercrs  f>urfue  bet* 
SCENE  IV. 
Tbe  King  of  England'*  palace. 
Enter  Malcolm  and  Macduff. 

Mai.  Let  us  feek  out  fome  difconfolate  made,  and  there 
Weep  our  fad  bofoms  empty. 

Macd.  Let  us  rather 
Hold  fa  ft  the  mortal  fword  *r  and  like  good  men 
Beftride  our  downfal  birth- doom:  each  new  raotn, 
New  widows  howl,  new  orphans  cry,  new  forrows 
Strike  heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  refounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  arid  yell'd  out 
Like  fyllables  of  dolour. 

Mai  What  I  believe.  I'll  wail ; 
What  know,  believe  5  and  what  I  can  redrefs, 
As  I  rna-l  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 
What  you  have  fpoke,  it  may  be  fo  perchance  5 
This  tyrant,  whofe  fole  name  blifters  our  tongues, 
Was  once  thought  honeft :  you  have  lov'd  him  well, 
He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet.  I'm  young,  but  fomething 
You  may  deferve  of  him  through  me  5  'tis  wifdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak  poor  innocent  lamb, 
T'  appeafe  an  angry  God. 

Macd.  I  am  not  treacherous. 

Mai.  But  Macbetb  is. 
A  good  and  virtuous  nature  may  recoil 
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In  an  imperial  charge.    I  crave  your  pardon  : 
That  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  tranfpofe ; 
Angels  are  bright  ftill,  though  the  brighteft  fell: 
Though  all  things  foul  would  wear  the  brows  of  grace, 
Yet  grace  muft  ftill  look  fo. 
Macd,  I've  loft  my  hopes. 

Mai.  Perchance  ev'n  there,  where  I  did  find  my  doubts. 
Why  in  that  rawnefs  left  you* wife  and  children, 
Thofe  precious  motives,  thofe  ftrong  knots  of  love, 
■Without  leave-taking? 
Let  not  my  jealoufies  be  your  difhonours 
But  mine  own  fafeties :  you  may  be  rightly  juft, 
Whatever  I  mall  think. 

Macd.  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  country ! 
Great  tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  ba/is  lure, 
Forgoodnefs  dares  not  check  thee!  Wear  thou  thy  wrongs, 
His  title  is  affeer'd.    Fare  thee  well,  Lord : 
I  would  not  be  the  villain  that  thou  think'ft 
For  the  whole  fpace  that's  in  the  tyrant's  grafp, 
And  the  rich  eaft  to  boot. 

Mai.  Be  no  offended  ; 
I  fpeak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  you. 
I  think  our  country  finks  beneath  the  yoak, 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  day  a  gafh 
Is  added  to  her  wounds.    I  think  withal, 
There  would  be  hands  up-lifted  in  my  right  5 
And  here  from  gracious  England  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thoufands.    But  yet  for  all  this, 
When  I  mall  tread  upon  the  tyrant's  head, 
Or  wear  it  on  my  fword,  yet  my  poor  country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before, 
More  fuffer,  and  more  fundry  ways  than  ever, 
By  him  that  mall  fucceed. 

Macd.  What  mould  he  be  ? 

Mai.  It  is  my  felf  I  mean,  in  whom  I  know  * 
All  the  particulars  of  vice  fo  grafted, 
That  when  they  mall  be  open'd,  black  Macbeth 
Will  feem  as  pure  as  fnow,  and  the  poor  ftate 

*  This  conference  of  Malcolm  with  Macduf  is  taken  out  of  the 
chronicles  of  Scotland. 

L  3  Eftcem 
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Efteem  him  as  a  lamb,  being  compar'd 
With  my  confinelefs  harms, 

Mac d.  Not  in  the  legions 
Of  horrid  hell  can  come  a  devil  more  damn\5 
In  ills  to  top  Macbetb. 

MaL  I  grant  him  bloody, 
Luxurious,  avaritious,  falfe,  deceitful, 
Sudden,  malicious,  fmacking  of  each  fin 
That  has  a  name.    But  there's  no  bottom,  none, 
In  my  voluptuoufnefs :  your  wives,  your  daughters,, 
Your  matrons,  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  cittern  of  my  luft  5  and  my  defire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'er-bear 
That  did  oppofe  my  will.    Better  Macbetb 
Than  fuch  an  one  to  reign. 

Macd.  Boundlels  intemperance 
In  nature  is  a  tyranny  ;  it  hath  been 
Th"  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  throne, 
And  fall  of  many  Kings.    But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours :  you  may 
Convey  your  pleafures  in  a  fpacious  plenty, 
And  yet  leem  cold :  the  time  you  imy  fo  hoodwink 
We've  willing  dames  enough,  there  cannot  be 
That  vulture  in  you  to- devour  fo  many, 
As  will  to  greatnefs  dedicate  themfelves. 
Finding  it  fo  inciin'd. 

Mai.  With  this,  there  grows 
In  my  moft  ill-composM  affeclion,  fuch 
A  ftanchlefs  avarice,  that  were  I  King 
I  mould  cut  off  the  nobles  for  their  lands  5 
Defire  his  jewels  and  this  other's  houfe, 
And  my  more- having  would  be  as  a  fawce 
To  make  me  hunger  more  5  that  I  mould  forge 
Quarrels  unjuft  againft  the  good  and  loyal, 
Deftroying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd.  This  avarice- 
Strikes  deeper  5  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
Than  fummer- teeming  luft  5  and  it  hath  been 
The  fword  of  our  flain  Kings :  yet  do  not  fear, 
Scotland  hath  foyfoas  to  fill  up  your  will 
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Of  your  mere  own.    All  thefe  are  portable, 

With  other  graces  weighed. 

Mai,  But  I  have  none  j  the  King- becoming  grdces, 

A6  juftice,  verity,  temp'rance,  ftablenefs, 

Bounty,  perfev'rance,  mercy,  lowlinefs, 

Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude  j 

I  have  no  reli/h  of  them,  but  abound 

In  the  divifion  of  each  feveral  crime, 

Acting  it  many  ways.    Nay,  had  I  power,  I  mould 

SowV  the  fweet  milk  of  concord  into  hate, 

Uproar  the  univerfal  peace,  confound 

All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd,  Oh  Scotland!  Scotland! 

Mai,  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak : 

I  am  as  I  have  fpoken. 
Macd,  Fit  to  govern  ? 

No,  not  to  Jive.    Oh  nation  miferable! 

With  an  untitled  tyrant,  bloody- icepter'd, 
When  fhalt  thou  fee  thy  wholefome  days  again,, 

Since  that  the  trueft  iffue  of  thy  throne 

By  his  own  interdiction  (lands  accurft, 

And  does  blafpheme  his  breed  ?  Thy  royal  father 

Was  a  moil  fainted  King  9  the  Queen  that  bore  thee, 

Oftner  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet, 

Dy'd  every  day  {he  liv'd.    Oh  fare  thee  well, 

Thefe  evils  thou  repeat'ft  upon  thy  felf, 

Have  baniiVd  me  from  Scotland,    O  my  breaft  ! 

Thy  hope  ends  here. 

Mai,  Macduff,  this  noble  paffion, 
Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  foul 
Wip'd  the  black  fcruples,  reconcile  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.    Devihfh  Macbeth 
By  many  of  thefe  trains  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  pow'r :  and  modeit  wifdoxn  plucks  me 
From  over  credulous  hafte  5  but  Cod  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me!  for  even  now 
I  put  my  felf  to  thy  direction  :  and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  detraction  ;  here  abjure] 
The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  my  felf, 
FW  ftrangirs  to  my  nature   I  asi  )  t 

Unknown 
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Unknown  to  women,  never  was  forfworn, 

Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own, 

At  no  time  broke  my  faith,  would  not  betray 

The  devil  to  his  fellow,  and  delight 

No  lefs  in  truth,  than  life  ;  my  firft  falfe  fpeaking 

Was  this  upon  my  felf.   What  I  am  truly 

Ii  thine,  and  my  poor  country's  to  command  : 

Whither  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach, 

Old  Siward,  with  ten  thoufand  warlike  men 

All  ready  at  a  point,  was  fetting  forth. 

Now  we'll  together,  and  our  chance,  in  goodnefs, 

Be  like  our  warranted  quarrel !  Why  are  you  filent  ? 

Macd.  Such  welcome,  and  unwelcome  things,  at  once, 
sTis  hard  to  reconcile. 

SCENE    V.     Enttr  a  DoEIor. 

Mai,  Well,  more  anon.  Comes  the  King  forth,  I  pray 
you  ? 

Dotl,  Ay,  Sir ;  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  fouls 
That  ftay  his  cure  5  their  malady  convinces 
The  great  alTay  of  art.    But  at  his  touch, 
Such  fanclity  hath  heav'n  given  his  hand, 
They  prefently  amend.  *  [Exit, 

Mai.  I  thank  you,  Doctor. 

Macd,  What's  the  difeafe  he  means  ? 

Mai.  'Tis  callM  the  Evil ; 
A  moft  miraculous  work  in  this  good  King, 
Which  often  fince  my  here- remain  in  England 
I've  feen  him  do.    How  he  folicits  heav'n 
Himfelf  beft  knows  5  but  ftrangely-vifited  people, 
AH  fwol'n  and  ule'rous,  pitiful  to  the  eye, 
The  mere  defpair  of  furgery,  he  cures  j 
Hanging  a  golden  ftamp  about  their  necks, 
Put  on  with  holy  prayers:  and  'tis  fpoken, 
To  the  fucceeding  royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  benediclion.    With  this  flrange  virtue, 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy, 
And  fundry  bleiTings  hang  about  his  throne, 
That  fpeak  him  full  of  grace. 

SCENE    VI.     Enter  Roflc. 

Macd,  See,  who  comes  here ! 

Mai, 
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Mai.  My  country-man }  but  yet  I  know  him  not. 
Macd.  My  ever- gentle  coufin,  welcome  hither. 
Mai.  I  know  him  now.    Good  God  betimes  remove 
The  means  that  make  us  Grangers! 
Roffe.  Sir,  Amen* 

Macd,  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 

Roffe.  Alas  poor  country, 
Almoft  afraid  to  know  it  felf.    It  cannot 
Be  calPd  our  mother,  but  our  grave  ;  where  nothing, 
But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  feen  to  fmile : 
Where  fighs  and  groans,  and  fhrieks  that  rend  the  air 
Are  made,  not  mark'd}  where  violent  fbrrow  feems 
A  modern  ecftafie  :  the  dead  man's  knell 
Is  there  fcarce  afk'd,  for  whom  ?  and  good  mens  lives 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps 
Dying  or  e'er  they  ficken. 

Maid,  Relation,  oh !  too  nice,  and  yet  too  true. 

MaU  What  is  the  neweft  grief? 

Roffe.  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hifs  the  fpeaker, 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one, 

Macd.  How  does  my  wife  ? 

Roft,  Why,  well. 

Macd.  And  all  my  children  ? 

Roffe.  Well  too. 

Macd.  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace? 

Roffe.  No,  they  were  well  at  peace  when  I  did  leave  'em» 

Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  fpeech:  how  goes  it  ? 

RoJJe.  When  I  came  hither  to  tranfport  the  tidings 
Which  I  have  heavily  born,  there  ran  a  rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out, 
WThich  was  to  my  belief  witnefs'd  the  rather, 
For  that  I  faw  the  tyrant's  power  a -foot ; 
Now  k-the  time  of  help  \  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  foldiers,  and  make  women  fight, 
To  dorT  their  dire  diftrefies. 

Mai.  Be't  their  comfort 
We're  coming  thither:  gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Siward  and  ten  thoufand  men  j 
An  older,  and  a  better  foldier,  none 
That  chriftendom  gives  out. 
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Roffe,  Would  I  could  anfwer 
This  comfort  with  the  life !  But  I  have  word* 
That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  defart  air, 
Where  hearing  mould  not  catch  them. 

Macd,  What  ?  concern  they 
The  gen'ral  caufe  ?  or  is  it  a  fee-grief 
Due  to  fome  fingle  breaft  ? 

Roffe,  No  mi. id  that's  honeft 
But  in  it  mires  fome  woe,  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Macd,  If  it  be  mine, 
Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it. 

Roffe,  Let  not  your  ears  defpife  my  tongue  for  ever, 
Which  fhall  poffefs  them  with  the  heavieft  found 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd,  Hum !  I  guefs  at  it. 

Roffe.  Your  caftle  is  furpriz'd,  your  wife  end  babes 
Savagely  flaughter'd  j  to  relate  the  manner, 
Were  on  the  quarry  of  thefe  murther'd  deer 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Mal%  Merciful  heav'n ! 
What,  man!  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows  j 
Give  forrow  words  $  the  grief  that  does  not  fpeak 
Whifpers  the  o'er  fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  breaks 

Macd.  My  children  too !  — — 

Roffe*  Wife,  children,  fervants,  all  that  could  be  found. 

Macd,  And  I  mull  be  from  thence:  my  wife  kill'd  too! 

Roffe,  IVefaid, 

Mai,  Be  comforted. 
Let's  make  us  med'cines  of  our  great  rtvenge, 
To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd,  He  has  no  children. 
What,  all  my  pretty  ones  ?  did  you  fay  all  ? 
What,  all?  * 

Mai,  Endure  it  like  a  man. 

Macd,  I /hall: 

*  oh  hell  kite!  what  all! 

What,  all  my  pretty  chickens,  and  their  dam, 
Atonefellfwoop? 

Mai,  Endure  it,  &c.  . 

But 


The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth,  127 

But  I  mult  alfo  feel  it  as  a  man. 

I  cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were, 

That  were  moft  precious  to  me:  did  heav'n  look  on 

And  would  not  take  their  part  ?  finful  Macduff, 

They  were  all  ftruck  for  thee !  naught  that  I  am, 

Not  for  their  own  demerits  but  for  mine 

Fell  (laughter  on  their  fouls:  heav'n  reft  them  now  ? 

Mai.  Be  this  the  whetftone  of  your  fword  5  let  grief 
Convert  to  wrath,  b^nt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 

Macd.  O,  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes, 
And  braggart  with  my  tongue.    But  gentle  heav'n ! 
Cut  fhort  all  intermifiion  ;  front  to  front 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  and  my  felf  j 
Within  my  fword's  length  fet  him,  if  he  'fcape, 
Then  heav'n  forgive  him  too ! 

Mai.  This  tune  goes  manly: 
Come,  go  we  to  the  King,  our  power  is  ready, 
Our  lack  is  nothing  bat  our  leave.  Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  fhaking,  and  the  powers  above 
Put  on  their  inftruments.   Receive  what  cheer  you  may  5 
The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day.  [Exeunt* 

A  C  T   V.     SCENE  I. 
An  Anti- chamber  in  Macbeth' s  Cajlle, 
Enter  a  Doclor  of  Pbyfick,  and  a  Gentlewoman, 
2>0t7.T  Have  two  nights  watch'd  with  you,  but  can  per- 
X  ceive  no  truth  in  your  report.    When  was  it  fhe 
laft  walk'd  ? 

Gent.  Since  his  Majefty  went  into  the  field,  I  have  feeii 
her  rife  from  her  bed,  throw  her  night-gown  upon  her,  un- 
lock her  clofet,  take  forth  paper,  fold  it,  write  upon'r, 
read  it,  afterwards  feal  it,  and  again  return  to  bed  j  yet  all 
this  while  in  a  moft  faft  deep. 

Dotl.  A  great  perturbation  in  nature  !  to  receive  at  once 
the  benefit  of  fleep,  and  do  the  effects  of  watching.  In  this 
Aumbry  agitation,  befides  her  walking,  and  other  actual  per- 
formances, what  (at  any  time)  have  you  heard  her  fay  ? 

Gent.  That,  Sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

DocJ.  You  may  to  me,  and  'tis  moft  meet  you  ihould. 

Gent, 
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Gent.  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one,  having  no  witnefc 
to  confirm  my  fpeech. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth  with  a  taper. 

Lo  you !  here  me  comes :  this  is  her  very  guife,  and, 
upon  my  life,  faft  afleep  ;  obferve  her,  ftand  clofe. 

DoEi.  How  came  me  by  that  light  ? 

Gent .  Why,  it  ftood  by  her :  me  has  light  by  her  con- 
tinually, 'tis  her  command. 

DoEi.  You  fee  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gent.  Ay,  but  their  fenfe  is  mut. 

DoEi.  What  is  it  Ihe  does  now  ?  look  how  me  rubs  her 
hands. 

Gent.  It  is  an  accuftom'd  action  with  her,  to  feem  thus 
warning  her  hands :  I  have  known  her  continue  in  this  a 
quarter  of  an  hour. 

Lady,  Yet  here's  a  fpot. 

DoEi,  Hark,  ihe  fpeaks.  I  will  fet  down  what  comes 
from  her,  to  fatisfy  my  remembrance  the  more  ftrongly* 

Lady.  Out!  damn'd  fpot;  out,  I  fay  one;  two^ 

why  then  'tis  time  to  do't  —  hell  is  murky.  Fie,  my 
Lerd,  fie,  a  foldier,  and  afraid  ?  what  need  we  fear  who 
knows  it,  when  none  can  call  our  power  to  account  ?  —  ■  ■ 
yet  who  would  have  thought  the  old  man  to  have  had  fo 
much  blood  in  him  ? 

DoEi.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Lady.  The  Thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife  ;  where  is  fhe  now  ? 
what,  will  thefe  hands  ne'er  be  clean  ?  no  more  o'that, 
my  Lord,  no  more  o'that:  you  marr  all  with  ftarting. 

DoEi.  Go  to,  go  to 4  you  have  known  what  you  mould 
not. 

Gent.  She  fi3s  fpoke  what  Ihe  mould  not,  I  am  fure  of 
that:  heav'n  knows  what  me  has  known. 

Lady.  Here's  the  fmeil  of  blood  ftill :  all  the  perfumes  of 
Arabia  will  not  fweeten  this  little  hand.    Oh  !  oh !  oh  ! 

DoEi.  What  a  figh  is  there  ?  the  heart  is  forely  charg'd. 

Gent.  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  heart  in  my  bofom^  for 
the  dignity  of  the  whole  body. 

DoEi.  Well,  well,  well  — 

Gent,  Prav  God  it  be.  Sir. 

Dotf, 
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Doff.  This  difeafe  is  beyond  my  practice:  yet  I  have 
known  thofe  which  have  walkt  in  their  fleep,  who  have 
died  holily  in  their  beds. 

Lady,  Wafh  your  hands,  put  on  your  night-gown,  look 
not  fo  pale — —I  tell  you  yet  again,  Ban%uo,%  buried  $  he 
cannot  come  out  of  his  grave. 

Doft.  Even  fo  ? 

Lady,  To  bed,  to  bed  ;  there's  knocking  at  the  gate: 
come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me  your  hand:  what's 
done,  cannot  be  undone.   To  bed,  to  bed,  to  bed.  [Exit, 

Doil.  Will  Ihc  go  now  to  bed  ? 

Gent.  Dire&ly. 

Doer.  Foul  whifp' rings  are  abroad  5  unnat'ral  deeds 
I>o  breed  unnat'ral  troubles.    Infe&ed  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  wiU  difcharge  their  fecrets. 
More  need  me  the  Divine  than  the  Phyfician. 
Good  God  forgive  us  all  1  Look  after  her, 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance, 
And  (till  keep  eyes  upon  her  ;  fo  good- night. 
My  mind  flie'as  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  fight, 
I  think,  but  dare  not  fpeak. 

Cent.  Good- night,  good  Doctor.  [Exeunt \ 
SCENE  II. 
A  Yield  with  a  Wood  at  diflance. 
Enter  Menteth,  Cathnefs,  Angus,  Lenox,  and  Soldiers. 

Ment,  The  Englijb  power  is  near,  led  on  by -Malcolm > 
His  uncle  Siivard,  and  the  good  Macduff. 
Revenges  burn  in  them :  for  their  dear  caufes 
"Would  to  the  bleeding  and  the  grim  alarm 
Excite  the  mortified  man. 

dng.  Near  Birnam  wood 
Shall  we  well  meet  them  ;  that  way  are  they  coming. 
Catb.  Who  knows  if  Donalbain  be  with  his  brother  ? 
Len.  For  certain,  Sir,  he  is  not:  I've  a  file 
Of  all  the  gentry  ;  there  is  Siivard^s  fon, 
And  many  unrough  youths,  that  even  now 
Proteil  their  firft  of  manhood. 
Ment.  What  does  the  tyrant  ? 
Catb.  Great  Dunfinant  he  ftrongly  fortifies  5 
Voi,  VIII,  M  Some 
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Some  fay  he's  mad :  others  that  lefler  hate  him 
t)o  call  it  valiant  fury :  but  for  certain, 
He  cannot  buckle  his  diftemper'd  caufe 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Ang.  Now  does  he  feel 
His  fecret  munhers  (licking  on  his  hands ; 
Now  minutely,  revolts  upbraid  his  faith-breach  j 
Thofe  he  commands  move  only  in  command, 
Nothing  in  love :  now  does  he  feel  his  title 
Hang  loofe  about  him,  like  a  giant's  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfifh  thief. 

Ment,  Who  then  mall  blame 
His  pefter'd  feni'es  to  recoil,  and  ftart, 
When  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn 
It  /elf,  for  being  there  ? 

Catb.  Well,  march  we  on, 
To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd : 
Meet  we  the  med'ein  of  the  fickly  weal, 
-And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  country's  purge, 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Lett.  Or  lb  much  as  it  needs, 
To  dew  the  fovereign  flower,  and  drown  the  weeds. 
Make  we  our  march  towards  Birnam.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    III.  Dunsinane. 
Enter  Macbeth,  Dotlor,  and  Attendants, 

Macb.  Bring  me  no  more  reports,  let  them  fly  all : 
*  Till  Birnam  wood  remove  to  Dun/mane, 
I  cannot  taint  with  fear.    What's  the  boy  Malcolm? 
Was  he  not  born  c    woman  ?  Spirits  that  know 
All  mortal  confequences,  have  pronoune'd  it: 
Fear  not,  Macbeth  ;  no  man  that's  horn  of  woman 
Shall  e'er  have  power  upon  tbee,—Fly,  falfe  Thanes, 
And  mingle  with  the  Englifi  epicures! 
The  mind  I  fway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear, 
Shall  never  fagg  with  doubt,  nor  make  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant, 
The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream- fae'd  Jown! 
Where  got'ft  thou  that  goofe-look  ? 

Ser.  There  are  ten  thoufaiid  — — 

Macb,  Geefe,  villain  i 

Ser. 
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Ser.  Soldiers,  Sir. 

^Macb,  Go,  prick  thy  face,  and  over- red  thy  fear, 
Thou  lily-liver'd  boy;    What  foldiers,  patch  ? 
Death  of  thy  foul !  thofe  linnen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counsellors  to  fear.    What  foldiers,  whey -face  ? 

Sir.  The  Englijh  force,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Macb.  Take  thy  face  hence— Seyton  Mm  lick  at  heart. 
When  I  behold— Seytori,  I  fay  '.—this  puih 
Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  difeafe  me  now. 
I  have  liv'd  long  enough :  my  way  of  life 
Is  fall'n  into  the  feer,  the  yellow  leafr 
And  that  which  mould  accompany  old  age, 
As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friend^ 
I  muft  not  look  to  have :  but  in  their  Head, 
Curfes  not  loud  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath, 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  not. 
Enter  Seyton. 

Sey.  What  is  your  gracious  pleafure? 

Macb.  What  news  more  ? 

Sey.  All  is  confirmed,  my  Lord,  which  was  reported. 

Macb.  I'll  fight,  'till  from  my  bones  my  flelh  is  hack  *| 
Give  me  my  armour. 

Sey.  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Macb.  I'll  put  it  on: 
S*nd  out  more  horfes,  fkirr  the  country  round,  . 
Hang  thofe  that  talk  of  fear.    Give  me  mine  armour, 
How  does  your  patient,  Doctor  ? 

Dotl.  Not  fo  fick,  my  Lord, 
As  (he  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies. 
That  keep  her  from  her  reft. 

Macb.  Cure  her  of  that :  _ 
Canft  thou  not  minifter  to  minds  difeas'd, 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  forrow, 
kaze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain  ; 
And  with  fome  fweet  oblivious  antidote, 
Cleanfe  the  full  bofom  of  that  perilous  ftuft 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  ? 

Dotl.  Therein  the  patient 
Muft  minifter  unto  himfelf.  . 

Macb.  Throw  phyfick  to  the  dogs,  1 11  none  or  it — 

M  %  Come, 
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Come,  put  my  armour  on,  give  me  my  ftaft*. 

Seyton,  fend  out  —  Dottor,  the  Thanes  fly  from  me   - 

Come,  Sir,  difpatch  — If  thou  could'ft,  Doctor,  caft 

The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  difeafe, 

And  purge  it  to  a  found  and  priftine  health, 

I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo, 

That  mould  applaud  again.    Puirt  off,  I  fay— 

What  rubarb,  fenna,  or  what  purgative  drug, 

Would  fcour  thefe  Englijh  hence  ?  hear'fl:  thou  of  them  ? 

DoB.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  5  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  fomething. 

Macb.  Bring  it  after  me ; 
I  will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane, 
*Till  Birnam  foreft  come  to  Dunjinane. 

Docl.  Were  I  from  Dunjinane  away  and  clear, 
Profit  again  mould  hardly  draw  me  here.  [Afide*  Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV.     Birnam  Wood. 
Enter  Malcolm,  Siward,  Macduff,  Siward's  Son,  Menteth^ 
Cathnefs,  Angus,  and  Soldiers  marching, 

Mai.  Coufin,  I  hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand 
That  chambers  will  be  fafe. 

Ment.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Siw.  What  wood  is  this  before  us  ? 

Ment,  The  wood  of  Birnam. 

Mai,  Let  every  foldier  hew  him  down  a  uoughf 
And  bear't  before  him  ;  thereby  mall  we  fhadow 
The  numbers  of  our  hoft,  and  make  difcovery 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Sold.  It  mall  be  done. 

Siw.  We  learn  no  other  but  the  confident  tyrant 
Keeps  Mill  in  Dunfinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  fetting  down  before" t. 

Mai.  'Tis  his  main  hope: 
For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given, 
Both  more  and  lefs  have  given  him  the  revolt  ; 
And  none  ferve  with  him  but  conftrained  things 
Whofe  hearts  are  abfent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  juft  cenfures 
Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Iftduftrious  foldier/hzp. 

Siw* 
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Situ.  The  time  approaches, 
That  will  with  due  decifiun  make  us  know 
What  we  mail  fay  we  have,  and  what  we  owe  i 
Thoughts  fpeculative  their  unfure  hopes  relate, 
But  certain  iflue  ftrokes  muft  arbitrate : 
Towards  which  advance  the  war.         [Exeunt  marching, 

SCENE    V.  Dunsinane. 
Enter  Macbeth,  Seyton,  and  Soldiers  vuitb  drums  and  colours, 

Macb,  Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward  walls, 
The  cry  is  ftill,  Ybey  come :  our  cattle's  ftrength 
Will  laugh  a  fiege  to  fcorn.    Here  let  them  lye, 
'Till  famine  and  the  ague  eat  them  up  : 
Were  they  not  *  'forcM  with  thofe  that  mould  be  ours, 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home.    What  is  that  noife  ? 

[A  cry  within  of  Women* 
Sey,  It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  Lord. 
Macb.  I  have  almoft  forgot  the  tafte  of  fears : 
The  time  has  been,  my  fenfes  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  night- fhriek,  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  difmal  treatife  rouze,  and  ftir 
As  life  were  in't.    I  have  furfeited  with  horrors, 
Direnefs  familiar  to  my  flaught'rous  thoughts 
Cannot  now  (tart  me.    Wherefore  was  that  cry  ? 
Sey,  The  Queen  is  dead. 
Macb,  She  mould  have  dy'd  hereafter  ; 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  fuch  a  word. 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  kft  fyllable  of  recorded  time  ; 
And  all  our  yefterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dufky  f  death.    Out,  out,  brief  candle  ! 
Life's  but  a  walking  fhadow,  a  poor  player, 
That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  ftage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more:  it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  found  and  fury, 
Signifying  nothing. 

*  For  re-irforcd. 

t  D**y gat*  Rich.  III.  p.  145.  and  tie  infernal  God  Is  call'd 
dvty  Dis>  Temp.  47, 

M  3  Enter 
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Enter  a  Mejftngir. 
Thou  com'ft  to  ufc  thy  tongue :  thy  ftory  quickly, 

Mef.  My  gracious  Lord, 
I  mould  report  that  which,  I*d  fay,  I  faw, 
But  know  not  how  to  do't. 
Macb.  Well,  fay  it,  Sir. 
Mef.  As  I  did  Hand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 
I  look'd  toward  Birnam,  and  anon  methought 
The  wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Liar,  and  flave !  [Striking  him, 

Mef.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if't  be  not  fo: 
"Within  this  three  mile  you  may  fee  it  coming  j 
I  fay,  a  moving  grove. 

Macb,  If  thou  fpeak'fl:  falfe, 
Upon  the  next  tree  /halt  thou  hang  alive 
'Till  famine  cling  thee:  If  thy  fpeech  be  footh, 
I  care  not  if  thou  do'li  for  me  as  much.— 
I  pull  in  refolution,  and  begin 
To  doubt  th*  equivocation  of  the  fiend, 
That  lies  like  truth.    Fear  not,  ytM  Birnam  ivocd 
Do  come  to  Duniinane,  and  now  a  wood 
Comes  toward Durjinane,    Arm,  arm,  and  out! 
If  this  which  he  avouches  does  appear, 
There  is  no  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here  5 
I  'gin  to  be  a  weary  of  the  fun, 
And  wifh  the  ftate  o'trT  world  were  now  undone* 
Ring  the  alarum  bell,  blow  wind,  come  wrack, 
At  leaft  we'll  die  with  harnefs  on  our  back.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    VI.     Before  Dunfinane. 
Enter  Malcolm,  Siward,  Macduff,  and  tbeir  Army, 
uuitb  Boughs, 

Mai.  Now  near  enough:  your  leavy  fcreens  throw  down, 
And  mew  like  thofe  you  are.    You  (worthy  uncle) 
Shall  with  my  coufin,  your  right  noble  fon, 
Lead  our  firlt  battel.    Brave  Macduff  and  we 
Shall  take  upon's  what  elfe  remains  to  do, 
According  to  our  order, 

Siiv.  Fare  you  well : 
Let  us  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  to-night, 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight. 

Mad. 
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Macd.  Make  all  ourtmmpets  fpeak,give  them  all  breath, 
Thofc  clam'rous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death.  [Exeunt* 

[Alarums  continued. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Math.  They've  ty'd  me  to  a  ftake,  I  cannot  fly, 
But  bear-like  I  muft  fight  the  courfe.    What's  he 
That  was  not  born  of  woman  ?  fuch  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  Young  Siwardi 

To.  Sitv,  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Macb,  Thou*lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 

To,  Sitv.  No :  though  thou  call'ft  thy  felf  a  hotter  name 
"than  any  is  in  hell. 

Mack  My  name's  Macbeth, 

To.  Sitv.  The  devil  himfelf  could  not  pronounce  a  title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 
Macb.  No,  nor  more  fearful. 

To,  Sitv.  Thou  lieft,  abhorred  tyrant  j  with  my  fword 
I'll  prove  the  he  thou  fpeak'ft. 

[Fight,  and  young  Siward'i  Jlaina 

Macb*  Thou  waft  born  of  woman  5 
But  fwords  I  fmile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  fcorn, 
Brandim'd  by  man  that's  of  a  woman  born.  [Exit, 
Alarums.    Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  That  way  the  noife  is:  Tyrant,  {hew  thy  face  ; 
If  thou  be'ft  flain,  and  with  no  ftroke  of  mine, 
My  wife  and-childrens  ghofts  will  haunt  me  ftifld 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  Kernsy  whofe  arms 
Are  hir'd  to  bear  their  ftaves :  Or  thou ,  Macbeth , 
Or  elfe  my  fword  with  an  unbatter'd  edge 
I  fheath  again  undeeded.    There  thou  ihould'ft  be— — 
By  this  great  clatter  one  of  greateft  note 
Seems  bruited.   Let  me  find  him,  fortune!  and 
More  I  beg  not.  [Exit.  Alarum* 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Siward. 

Siw,  This  way,  my  Lord ;  the  caftle's  gently  rend«r'd : 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  fides  do  fight, 
The  noble  Thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war, 
The  day  almoft  it  felf  profeffes  yours, 
And  little  is  to  do* 

Mat. 
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Mai.  We've  met  with  foes 
That  ftrike  befide  us.  , 

Siw.  Enter,  Sir,  the  caftle.  [Exeunt.  AlgnaS. 

SCENE    VII.     Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb,  Why  mould  I  play  the  Roman  tool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  fword  5  whilft  I  fee  lives,  the  gaflies 
Do  better  upon  them. 

To  him,  enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  Turn,  hell-hound,  torn. 

Macba  Of  all  men  elfe  I  have  avoided  thee : 
Hut  get  thee  back,  my  foul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd.  I've  no  word?, 
My  voice  is  in  my  fword.    Thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out !  \F*gbt*  Alarum* 

Macb.  Thou  lofeft  labour, 
As  eafie  may' ft  thou  the  intrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  fword  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed : 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crefts, 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  muft  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  born. 

Macd,  Defpair  thy  charm, 
And  let  the  angel  whom  thcu  ftill  haft  ferv'd 
Tell  thee,  Macduff  was  from  his  mother's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Macb.  Accurfed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  fo  $ 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man : 
And  be  thefe  juggling  fiends  no  more  beiiev'd, 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  fenfe  5 
That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  ear, 
And  break  it  to  our  hcpe  !  Til  not  fight  with  thee» 

Macd.  Then  yield  thee,  coward, 
And  live  to  be  the  fhew,  and  gaze  o'th*  time. 
We'll  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monfters  are, 
Painted  upon  a  pole,  and  under- writ, 
Here  may  you  fee  the  tyrant. 

Macb.  I'll  not  yield 
To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm's  feet, 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curfe. 
Though  Birnam  wood  be  c<?me  to  Dunjinane, 

Aid 


The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth*  137 

And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  woman  born  j 
Yet  I  will  try  the  laft.    Before  my  body 
I  throw  my  warlike  fhield.    Lay  on,  Macduff, 
And  damn'd  be  he,  that  firft  cries  hold,  enough, 

[Exeunt  fighting.  Alarum* 
SCENE  VIII. 
Retreat  and  Flourijh.    Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Mal- 
colm, Siward,  Roffe,  Tbanes,  and  Soldiers, 

Mai.  I  would  the  friends  we  mifs  were  fafe  arrived, 

Siw.  Some  muft  go  off :  and  yet  by  thefe  I  fee, 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

MaL  Macduff  is  miffing,  and  your  noble  fon. 

Roffe.  Your  ion,  my  Lord,  has  paid  a  foldier's  debt; 
He  only  liv'd  but  'till  he  wa9  a  man, 
The  which  no  fooner  had  his  prowefs  confirmM 
In  the  unmrinking  ftation  where  he  fought, 
But  like  a  man  he  dy'd. 

Siw.  Then  is  he  dead  ? 

Roffe.  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field :  your  caufeof  forrow 
Muft  not  be  meafur'd  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

Siw.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 

Jtoffe.  Ay,  on  the  front. 

Siwt  Why  then,  God's  foldier  be  he! 
Had  I  as  many  fons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wifli  them  to  a  fairer  death  S 
Atod  fo  his  knell  is  knoll'd. 

MaL  He's  worth  more  forrow, 
An4  that  I'll  fpend  for  him. 

Sito.  He's  worth  no  more  ; 
They  fay  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  fcorff, 
So  God  be  with  him!  Here  comes  newer  comforts 
Enter  Macduff  *uitb  Macbeth'i 

Macd.  Hail,  King!  for  fo  thou  art.    Behold,  where 
TV  ufurper's  curled  head;  the  time  is  free:  [(lands 
I  fee  thee  compaft  with  thy  kingdom's  peers, 
That  fpeak  my  falutation  in  their  minds : 
Whofe  voices  I  rlefire  aloud  with  mine. 
Hail,  King  of  Scotland!  hail! 

All  Hail,  King  of  Scotland!  XThuriJh. 

Mat. 
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Mai.  We  fiiall  not  fpend  a  Jarge  expence  of  time* 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  fev'ral  loves, 
And  make  us  even  with  you.    Thanes  and  kinfmen, 
Henceforth  be  Earls,  the  firft  that  ever  Scot/and 
In  fuch  an  honour  nam'd.    What's  more  to  do 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, 
As  calling  home  our  exil'd  friends  abroad 
That  fled  the  fnares  of  watchful  tyranny, 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  minifters 
Of  this  dead  butcher,  and  his  fiend-like  Queen  5 
(Who,  as  *tis  thought,  by  felf  and  violent  hancW 
Took  off  her  life  ;)  this,  and  what's  needful  elfie 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  heaven 
We  will  perform  in  meafure,  time  and  place  : 
So  thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one, 
Whom  we  invite  to  fee  us  crown'd  at  Scone. 


[Fkurijb,   Exeunt  mnrt9 
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PROLOGUE. 

IN  Troy,  there  lyes  the  fcene :  from  IJles  of  Greece 
The  Princes  orgtllous,  thtir  high  blood  cbaf'd, 
Have  to  the  p:rt  of  Athens  fent  their  Jbips, 
Fraught  with  the  minijlers  and  injiruments 
Of  cruel  war.    Sixty  and  nine  that  wore 
Their  crownets  regaL  from  tby  Athenian  bay 
Put  forth  toward  Phrygia,  and  their  vow  is  made 
To  ran  jack  Troy  \  within  wbofe  firong  immures  > 
The  ravifh'd  Helen,  Menelaus*  Queen, 
With  wanton  Paris  Jleeps,  and  that's  the  quarrel. 
To  Tenedos  they  come — — 
And  the  deep  drawing  barks  do  there  dif gorge 
Their  warlike  fraughtage.    Now  on  Dardan  plains, 
The  frefh  and  yet  unbruifed  Greeks  do  pitch 
Their  brave  pavilions.    Priam' i  fix  gates  i*tb*  city9 
D-jrdan,  and  Thymbria,  Ilia,  Scasa,  Trojan, 
And  Antenorides,  with  maffy  ftaples 
And  correfponfive  and  fuli- filling  bolts, 
Sperr  up  the  fons  of  Troy. 
Now  Expcclation  tickling  fkittijb  fpirits 
On  one  and  other  fidey  Trojan  and  Greek, 
Sets  all  on  hazard .    Hither  am  I  come 
A  Prologu:  arm'd,  but  not  in  confidence 
Of  Author's  pent  or  Aclor's  voice  5  but  fulled 
In  like  conditions  as  our  argument  j 
To  tell  you  ( fair  beholders )  that  our  play 
heaps  o'er  the  vaunt  and  firjilings  of  thofe  broils 
*  Ginning  i'tb1  middle:  ft  ar  ting  thence  away 
To  what  may  be  digefted  in  a  Play. 
Like,  or  find  fault,  do  as  your  pleasures  are. 
New  good,  or  bad,  Uii  but  the  chance  of  war. 

Vol,  VIII,  N 
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PRIAM,  *>J 
Hector, 
Troilus, 
Paris, 

Deiphobus,  \  *rJ*f*mmt 

Helen us  _  f 

.^Eneas, 
Pandarus, 
Antenor, 

A  bafiard  fon  of  Priam,  J  j 
Agamemnon, 
Achilles, 
Ajax, 
Menelaus, 
XTlysses, 
Nestor, 

DlOMEDES,  I 

Patroclus, 
*Thersites,  I 
Calchas,  J 

^elen,  Wife  to  Menelaus,  in  Love  with  Paris* 
Andromache,  Wife  to  Hector. 
Cassandra,  Daughter  to  Priam,  a  Prophetefs. 
Cressida,  Daughter  to  Calchas,  in  Love  with  Troilus. 
Alexander,  Servant  to  Creffida. 
Bey,  Page  to  Troilus. 

Trojan  and  Greejc  Soldiers,  'with  other  Attendants, 
SCENE  Troy  and  the  Grecian  Camp. 
The  Story  originally  written  by  Lollius  an  eld  Lombard  Au- 
thor, and  fince  by  Chaucer. 
Jt  is  alfo  found  in  an  old  Englifh  Story- boek  of  the  three  de- 
JtruSiions  of  Troy,  from  which  many  cf  the  circumj}a»css 
in  this  Play  an  borrow' d9  they  being     be  found  no  where 

Troilus 
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ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 

Priam's  Palace  within  the  'walls  of  Troy,  but  fuppofed  t§ 
have  a  fituation  a  little  dijiant  from  the  reft  of  the  City. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Troilus. 

Troi.  J^^i  ALL  here  my  varlet,  f  11  unarm  again. 

■         Why  mould  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy9 
That  find  fo  cruel  battle  here  within  ? 
Each  Trojan  that  is  matter  of  his  heart, 
Let  him  to  field,  Troilus  alas!  hath  none. 

Pan,  Will  this  geer  ne'er  be  mended  ? 

Troi.  The  Greeks  are  ftrong,  and  fkilful  to  their  ftrength, 
fierce  to  their  fkill,  and  to  their  fiercenefs  valiant. 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear, 
Tamer  than  fleep,  fonder  than  ignorance  5 
Lefs  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  night, 
And  Ml- lefs  as  unpra&hM  infancy. 

Pan,  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this  t  for  my 
part,  Til  not  meddle  nor  make  any  farther.  He  that  will 
have  a  cake  out  of  the  wheat,  muft  tarry  the  grinding. 

Troi.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

*  Before  this  Play  of  Troilus  and  fcrejfuia  printed  in  1609  is  a 
Bookfeller's  preface,  ihewing  that  firft  impreflion  to  have  been  be- 
fore the  Play  had  been  acled,  and  that  it  was  publifhed  without 
Sbakefpears  knowledge  from  a  copy  that  had  fallen  into  the  Book- 
feller's hands.  Mr.  DryJen  thinks  this  one  of  the  firft  of  our  Au- 
thor's Plays :  But  on  the  contrary,  it  may  be  judged  from  the 
forementioned  Preface  that  it  was  one  of  hislaft  ;  and  the  great 
liumberof  obfervations,  both  moral  and  politick  (with  which  this 
piece  is  crowded  more  than  any  other  of  his)  feems  to  confirm  that 
•pinion. 

N  a  Pan. 
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Pan.  Ay,  the  grinding  5  but  you  mult  tarry  the  booking, 

2tm.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  the  booking  ;  but  you  muft  tarry  the  leav'ning. 

Tr«7.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  leav'ning:  but  here's  yet  in  the  word 
hereafter,  the  kneading,  the  making  of  the  cake,  the 
heating  of  the  oven,  and  the  baking  5  nay,  you  muft  ftay 
the  cooling  too',  or  you  may  chance  to  burn  your  lips. 

Trot.  Patience  her  felf,  what  Goddefs  e'er  fhe  be, 
Do^r  not  lefc  bJench  at  iurTerance  than  I  do  : 
At  Priam's  royal  table  I  do  fit  j 
And  when  fair  Crejfid  comes  into  my  thoughts, — 
So,  traitor !  -—when  Ihe  comes  ?  when  is  me  thence  ? 

Pan.  Well,  me  looked  yefternight  fairer  than  ever  I  faw 
her  look,  or  any  woman  elfe. 

Trot.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee,  when  my  heart 
As  wedg'd  with  a  figh  would  rive  in  twain, 
Left  HeElor  or  my  father  mould  perceive  me 
J  have  (as  when  the  fun  noth  light  a  ftorm) 
Buried  this  Ugh  in  wrinkle  of  a  fmile  : 
But  forrow,  that  is  couch'd  in  feeming  gladnefs, 
Is  like  that  mirth  fate  turor.  to  fudden  fadnefs. 

Pan,  An  her  hair  were  not  fomewhnt  darker  than  He- 
len's— well,  goto,  there  were  no  more  comparison  be- 
tween the  women.  But  for  my  part  Ihe  is  my  kinfwoman, 
I  would  not  (as  they  term  it)  praife  her  —  but  I  would 
fomebody  had  heard  her  talk  yefterday,  as  I  did:  I  will 
not  difpraife  your  fifter  Cajfandra's  wit,  but  1  ■ 

Troi.  O  Pandarui"!  I  tell  thee,  Pandarus  ~ 
When  I  do  tell  thee,  there  my  hopes  lye  drown'd. 
Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 
Tkey  Jye  indrench'd*    I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
In  Crejfid  's  love:  thou  anfwer'ft,  fie  is  fair  j 
Pour'ft  in  the  open  ulcer  cf  my  heart 
Her  eyes,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gait,  her  voice } 
HaKdleft  in  thy  difcourfe  «—  O  that !  her  hand ! 
In  whofe  comparifon,  all  whites  are  ink 
Writing  their  own  reproach,  to  whofe  foft  feixure 
The  cygnets  down  is  harm,  to  th*  fpirit  of  fenfe 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman  s  this  thou  tell'ft  me, 
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As  true  thou  teil'ft  me,  when  I  fay  I  love  her  j 
But  faying  thus,  inftead  of  oil  and  balm, 
Thou  iay'fl:  in  every  gam  that  love  hath  given  me, 
The  knife  that  made  it. 

Pan.  I  fpeak  no  more  than  truth. 

Trot,  Thou  doft  not  fpeak  fo  much» 

Pari.  'Faith,  1*11  not  meddle  in't.  Let  her  be  as  me  is, 
if  /he  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her  j  an  ftie  be  not,  Ihe 
has  the  'mends  in  her  own  hands. 

Tni.  Good  Pandarui ;  how  now,  Pandarus  ? 

Pan,  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel,  ill  thought  on 
of  her,  and  ill  thought  on  of  you :  gone  between  and  be- 
tween, but  fmall  thanks  for  my  labour. 

Trc/.  What,  art  thou  angry,  Pandarus?  what,  with  me  ? 

Pan.  Becaule  fhe  is  kin  to  me,  therefore  Ihe's  not  fo 
fair  as  Helen ;  an  me  were  not  kin  to  me,  Ihe  would  be  as 
fair  on  Friday,  as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  But  what  care  I  ? 
I  care  not  an  me  were  a  black -a-moor,  'tis  all  one  to  me. 

Trot.  Say  I,  me  is  not  fair  ? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.  She's  a  fool  to 
ftay  behind  her  father:  let  her  go  to  iht  Greeks,  and  fo  I'll 
tell  her  the  next  time  I  fee  her  s  for  my  part,  I'll  meddle 
nor  make  no  more  i'th'  matter. 

Troi.  Pandarus  — 

Pan.  Not  I. 

Trot.  Sweet  Pandarui    <  > 

Pan.  'Pray  you  fpeak  no  more  to  me ;  I  will  leave  all  as 
I  found  it,  and  there's  sin  end,  [Exit  Pandarus. 

[Sound  Alarum* 

Trot.  Peace,  you  ungracious  clamours !  peace,  rude  founds* 
Fools  on  both  fides.    Helen  muft  needs  be  fair. 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
I  cannot  fight  upon  this  Argument, 
It  is  too  ltarv'd  a  fukjeel  for  my  fword  t 
But  Pandarus  —  O  Gods!  how  do  you  plague  mz\ 
.1  cannot  come  to  Crejfid,  but  by  Pandarus  j 
And  he's  as  teachy  to  be  woo'd  to  wooe, 
As  fhe  is  ftubborn,  chart,  againft  all  fuit. 
Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Dapbne%%  love, 
What  Crejfid  is;  what  Pandar,  and  what  wes 

N  3  Her 
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Her  bed  is  India,  there  ihe  lyes  a  pearl ; 
Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  fhe  refides, 
Let  it  be  callM  the  wild  and  wandring  flood, 
Our  felf  the  merchant,  and  this  failing  Pandar 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  c^nvov,  and  cur  barkt 
SCENE  II. 

[Alarum*]  Enter  /Eneas. 

JEne*  How  now, Prince, Troilusf  wherefore  not  i'trT  field? 

Troi.  Becaufe  not  there  ;  this  woman's  anfwer  forts, 
For  womanim  it  is  to  be  from  thence : 
What  news,  Atneas,  from  the  field  to- day  ? 

JE»e*  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt, 

Troi.  By  whom,  Mneas? 

&nc.  Troilus,  by  Mtnelaus. 

Troi*  Let  Paris  bleed,  'tis  but  a  fear  to  fcorn, 
Paris  is  gor'd  with  Menelaus*  horn.  [Alarum* 

JEne.  Hark,  what  good  fport  is  out  of  town  to-day? 

Troi.  Better  at  home,  if,  would  I  might !  were,  may* 
But  to  the  fport  abroad — are  you  bound  thither  ? 

JEne,  In  all  fwift  hafte. 

Troi.  Come,      we  then  together.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE   III.    Between  the  Palace  and  the  City. 
Enter. CrelTida  and  a  Servant,  named  Alexander, 

Cre,  Who  were  thefe  went  by  ? 

Ser.  Queen  Hecuba  and  Helen, 

Cre.  And  whither  go  they  ? 

Ser.  Up  to  th'  eaftern  tower, 
Mfhofe  height  commands  as  fubject  all  the  vale, 
To  fee  rhe  fight.    Heclor%  whofe  patience 
Is,  as  the  virtue,  fix'd,  to-day  was  mov*d  : 
He  chid  Andromache,  and  ftruck  his  armorer, 
And  like  as  there  were  hufbandry  in  war, 
Before  the  fun  rofe,  he  was  harnefs-dight, 
And  to  the  fi?ld  goes  he  ;  where  ev'ry  flower 
Did  as  a  prophet  weep  what  it  forefaw, 
In  Heel  or  i  wrath. 

Cre,  What  was  his  caufe  of  anger  ? 

Ser»  The  noife  goes  thus  ;  There 's  among  the  Greeks, 
A  Lord  of  Trojan  blood,  nephew  to  Hzflor, 
They  call  h*m  Ajax, 

Cre, 


Trollus  and  Creflida.  147 

Cre.  Good  ;  and  what  of  him  ? 

Ser.  They  fay  he  is  a  very  man  per  fet  and  ftands  alone. 
Cre.  So  do  all  men,  unlefs  they  are  drunk,  lick,  or 
have  no  legs. 

Ser.  This  man,  Lady,  hath  robb'd  many  hearts  of  their 
particular  Additions ;  he  is  as  valiant  as  the  lion,  churlifh 
as  the  bear,  flow  as  the  elephant }  a  man  into  whom  na- 
ture hath  fo  crouded  humours,  that  his  valour  is  cruflic 
into  folly,  his  folly  fauced  with  difcretion :  there  is  no 
man  hath  a  virtue,  that  he  hath  not  a  glimpfe  of,  nor  any 
man  an  attaint,  but  he  carries  fome  ftain  of  it.  He  is 
melancholy  without  caufe,  and  merry  againft  the  hair;  he 
hath  the  joints  of  every  thing,  but  every  thing  fo  out  of 
joint,  that  he  is  a  gouty  Briareus,  many  hands  and  of  no 
ufe  5  or  a  purblind  Argus,  all  eyes  and  no  fight. 

Cre.  But  how  mould  this  man  (that  makes  me  fmile) 
make  Heflor  angry  ? 

Ser.  They  fay,  he  yefterday  cop'd  Heflor  in  the  battel 
and  ftruek  him  down,  the  difdain  and  lhame  whereof  hath 
ever  lince  kept  HeElor  farting  and  waking. 

SCENE    IV.     Enter  Pandarus. 

Cre.  Who  comes  here  ? 

Ser.  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus, 

Cre.  Hetfor's  a  gallant  man. 

Ser.  As  may  be  in  the  world,  Lady. 

Pan.  What's  that  ?  what's  that  ? 

Cre.  Good  morrow,  uncle  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Good  morrow,  coufin  Creffid:  what  do  you  talk 
of?  good  morrow,  Alexander.— -How  do  you,  coufin  ?  when 
we;  e  you  at  Ilium  f  * 

Cre.  This  morning,  uncle. 

Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came  ?  was 
He&or  arm'd  and  gone,  ere  you  came  to  Ilium  ?  Helen  was 
not  up  ?  was  (he  ? 

Cre,  HeElor  was  gone,  but  Helen  was  not  up. 

P an.  E'en  fo  ;  HeElor  was  ftirring  early. 

Cn.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  his  anger. 

*  Throughout  this  play  the  name  of  Ilium  fims  to  be  z  'tven  only 
to  the  palace  of  Priam. 

Pan. 
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Pan,  Was  he  angry  > 
Cre.  So  he  fays  here. 

Pan.  True,  he  was  (o\  I  know  the  caufe  too:  hesH 
lay  about  him  to-day,  I  can  tell  them  that;  and  there's 
Troilus  will  not  come  far  behind  him,  let  them  take  heed 
of  Troilus ;  I  can  tell  them  that  too. 

Cre,  What  is  he  angry  too  ? 

Pan.  Who,  Troilus  ?  Troilus  is  the  better  man  of  the  two, 

Cre,  Oh  Jupiter!  there's  no  comparifon. 

Pan,  What,  not  between  Troiius  and  Heeler?  do  you 
know  a  man  if  you  fee  him  ? 

Cre.  Ay,  if  I  ever  faw  him  before,  and  knew  him. 

Pan.  Well,  I  fay  Troilus  is  Troilus, 

Cre,  Then  you  fay,  as  I  fay,  for  I  am  fure  he  is  not 
Hetlor. 

Pan,  No,  nor  He&or  is  not  Troilut9  in  fome  degrees. 
Cre,  *Tis  juft  to  each  of  them,  he  is  himfelf. 
Pan,  Himfelf?  alas  poor  TroilUs!  I  would  he  were. 
Cre.  So  he  is* 

Pan,  On  condition  I  had  gone  bare- foot  to  India, 
Cre,  He  is  not  Hetlor. 

Pan.  Himfelf?  no,  he's  not  himfelf 5  would  he  were 
himfelf!  well,  the  Gods  are  above,  time  muft  friend  or 
end  j  well,  Troilus,  well !  I  would  my  heart  were  in  her 
body  —  no,  Hetlor  is  not  a  better  man,  than  Troilus^ 

Cre,  Excufe  me, 

Pam  He  is  elder. 

Cre.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  Th*  other's  not  come  to't,  you  mail  tell  me  ano- 
ther tale  when  th*  other's  come  to't:  Heclor  mail  not 
have  his  wit  this  year. 

Cre.  He  mall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 

Pan.  Nor  his  Qualities, 

Cre.  No  matter. 

Pan.  Nor  his  beauty. 

Cre.  *Twould  not  become  him,  his  own's  better. 

Pan.  You  have  no  judgment,  neice ;  Helen  her  felf  fwore 
th'  other  day,  that  Troilus  for  a  brown  favour,  (for  fo  'tis 
I  muft  confefs)  not  brown  neither 

Cre,  No,  but  brown. 

Pan. 
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Pan.  *  Faith,  to  fay  truth,  brown  and  not  brown. 
Cre.  To  fay  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 
Pan,  She  praic'd  his  complexion  above  Paris's 
Cre.  Why,  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 
Pan.  So  he  Has. 

Cre,  Then  Troilus  mould  have  too  much $  if  me  prais'd 
him  about  his  complexion  as  higher  than  his,  he  having 
colour  enough,  the  other  higher  is  too  flaming  a  praife  for 
a  good  complexion,  I  had  as  lieve  Helen's  golden  tongue 
had  commended  Troilus  for  a  copper  nofe. 

Pan.  I  fwear  to  you,  I  think  Helen  loves  him  better 
than  Paris. 

Cre,  Then  ihe*s  a  merry  Greek  indeed. 

Pan,  Nay,  I  am  fure  me  does.  She  came  to  him  th* 
other  day  into  the  com  pail  window  5  and  you  know  he 
has  not  paft  three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 

Cre.  Indeed  a  tapfter's  arithmetick  may  foon  bring  his 
particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pan,  Why  he  is  very  young,  and  yet  will  he  withia 
three  pound  lift  as  much  as  his  brother  Hetlor, 

Cre,  Is  he  fo  young  a  man,  and  fo  old  a  lifter  ? 

Pan.  But  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him,  fhc 
came  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his  cloven  chin, 

Cre,  Juno  have  mercy,  how  came  it  cloven  ? 

Pan.  Why  you  know  'tis  dimpled.  I  think  his  fmiling 
becomes  him  better  than  any  man  in  all  Pbrygia, 

Cre.  Oh,  he  fmiles  valiantly. 

Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

Cre.  O  yes,  as  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 

Pan,  Why,  go  to  then  —  but  to  prove  to  you  that  He- 
len loves  Troilus. 

Cre.  Troilus  will  (land  to  the  proof,  if  you'll  prove  it  fo. 

Pan.  Troilus  ?  why,  he  efteems  her  no  more,  than  I 
efteem  an  addle  egg. 

Cre.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg,  as  well  as  you  love  an 
idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  i'th*  (hell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh  to  think  how  me  tickled 
his  chin  ;  indeed  me  has  a  marvellous  white  hand,  I  muft 
needs  confefs. 

Cre.  Without  the  rack. 

Pan. 
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Pan,  And  {he  takes  upon  her  to  fpy  a  white  hair  on  hii 
chin. 

Crtf.  Ala?,  poor  chin !  many  a  wart  is  richer. 
Pan,  Eut  there  was  fuch  laughing.  Queen  Hecuba  laught 
that  her  eyes  run  o*er. 
Cre.  With  milftones. 
Pan.  And  Cajjandrd  laught. 

Cre.  But  there  was  more  temperate  fire  under  the  pot  of 
her  eyes  5  did  her  eyes  run  o'er  too  ? 

Pan.  And  HeBor  laught. 

Cre.  At  what  was  all  this  laughing  ? 

Pan.  Marry,  at  the  white  hair,  that  Helen  fpied  on 
1roilus>%  chin. 

Cre,  An't  had  been  a  green  hair,  I  mould  have  laught  too. 
Pan,  They  laught  not  fo  much  at  the  hair  as  at  his  pretty 
anfwer. 

Cre,  What  was  his  anfwer  ? 

Pan,  Quoth  fhe,  here's  but  one  and  fifty  hairs  on  your 
chin,  and  one  of  them  is  white. 
Cre.  This  is  her  queftion. 

Pan,  That's  true,  make  no  queftion  of  that :  one  and 
fifty  hairs,  quoth  he*  and  one  white  ;  that  white  hair  is 
my  father,  and  all  the  reft  are  his  fons.  Jupiter  I  quoth, 
ihe,  which  of  thefe  hairs  is  Paris  my  hufband  r"  the  forked 
one,  quoth  he,  pluck*  t  out  and  give  it  him :  but  there  was 
fuch  laughing,  and  Helen  fo  blufh'd,  and  Paris  fo  chaft,  and 
all  the  reft  fo  laught,  that  it  paft.  * 

Cre,  So  let  it  now,  for  it  has  been  a  great  while  going  by. 

Pan,  Well,  coufin,  I  told  you  a  thing  yefterday  $  think 
on't. 

Cre.  So  I  do. 

Pan.  1*11  be  fworn'tis  true;  he  will  weep  you  as  'twere 
a  man  born  in  April,  [Sound  a  retreat. 

Cre.  And  I'll  ipring  up  in  his  tears,  as  'twere  a  nettlf 
againft  May, 

Pan*  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  field  ;  /hall  we 
fland  up  here  and  fee  them  as  they  pafs  towards  Ilium  ? 
good  neice,  do,  fweet  neice  CreJJida, 

*  See  a  note  in  Tbt  Merry  Wmi  of  Windfor,  p.  190. 
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Cre.  At  your  pleafure. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place,  here  we 
may  fee  moft  bravely j  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by  their  names, 
aa  they  pafs  by  j  but  mark  Troths  above  the  reft. 
i^Eneas  faffes  over  the  Stage* 

Cre.  Speak  not  fo  loud. 

Pan,  That's  JEneas  $  is  not  that  a  brave  man  5  he's  one 
of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  tell  you  j  but  mark  Troilus, 
you  /hall  fee  anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that? 

Antenor  faffes  over  the  Stage* 

Pan.  That's  Anttnor  5  he  has  a  fhrewd  wit,  I  can  tell 
you,  and  he's  a  man  good  enough  5  he's  one  o'th'  foundeft 
judgment  in  Troy  whofoever,  and  a  proper  man  of  perfon  5 
when  comes  Troilus  ?  I'll  mew  you  Troilus  anon  j  if  he  fee 
me,  you  mall  fee  him  nod  at  me. 

Cre.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  I 

Pan.  You  mall  fee. 

Cre.  If  he  do,  the  reft  mall  have  none. 

Hector  faffes  over. 

Pan.  That's  HeBori  that,  that,  look  you,  that :  there's 
a  fellow!  go  thy  way,  HtElor^  there's  a  brave  man,  neice  : 
O  brave  He&or !  look  how  he  looks ;  there's  a  counte- 
nance! is' t  not  a  brave  man? 

Cre.  O  brave  man  ! 

Pan.  Is  he  not  ?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good,— -look  you 
what  hacks  are  on  his  helmet,  look  you  yonder,  do  you 
fee?  look  you  there:  there's  no  jefting;  there's  laying 
on,  take't  off"  who  will,  as  they  fay  j  there  he  hacks. 

Cre.  Be  thofe  with  fvvords  ? 

Paris  paffes  over. 

Pan.  Swords,  any  thing,  he  cares  not,  an  the  devil 
come  to  him,  it's  all  one  j  by  godflid,  it  does  ones  heart 
good.  Yonder  comes  Pans ,  yonder  comes  Paris :  look  ye 
yonder,  neice,  is't  not  a  gallant  man  too,  is't  not?  why, 
this  is  brave  now  :  who  faid  he  came  home  hurt  to-day  ? 
he's  not  hurt:  why,  this  will  do  Iielen\  heart  good  now, 
ha !  would  I  could  fee  Troilus  now  j  you  mall  fee  Troilus 
anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that? 

z  Helenus 
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Helenus  pajfts  over. 
Pan,  That's  Helenus,    I  marvel  where  Troilus  is :  that's 
Helenus — I  think  he  went  not  forth  to-day  j  that's  Helenus, 
Cre,  Can  Helenus  fight,  uncle  ? 

Pan,  Helenus  f  no  —  yes,  he'll  fight  in  different  well  — 
I  marvel  where  Troilus  is :  hark,  do  you  not  hear  the  people 
cry  Troilus  f  Helenus  is  a  prieft. 

Cre,  What  fneaking  fellow  comes  yonder  ? 

Troilus  pajjes  over. 

Pan,  Where!  yonder?  that's  Deipbobus,  *Tis  Troilus! 
there's  a  man,  neice— hem — brave  Troilus!  the  prince  of 
chivalry. 

Cre,  Peace,  for  fhame,  peace. 

Pan,  Mark  him,  note  him :  O  brave  Troilus !  look  well 
upon  him,  neice,  look  you  how  his  fword  is  bloodied,  and 
his  helm  more  hack'd  than  Heclorys,  and  how  he  looks, 
and  how  he  goes !  O  admirable  youth!  he  ne'er  faw  three 
and  twenty.  Go  thy  way,  Troilus,  go  thy  way  j  had  I  a 
fitter  were  a  Grace,  and  a  daughter  a  Goddefs,  he  fhould 
take  his  choice.  O  admirable  man!  Paris?  Paris  is  dirt 
to  him,  and  I  warrant  Helen  to  change  would  give  money 
to  boot* 

Enter  common  Soldiers, 
Cre,  Here  come  more. 

Pan,  Afles,  fools,  dolts,  chaff  and  bran,  chaff  and  bran  5 
porridge  after  meat.  I  could  live  and  dye  i'th'  eyes  of 
Troilus,  Ne'er  look,  ne'er  look  5  the  eagles  are  gone  5 
crows  and  daws,  crows  and  daws.  I  had  rather  be  luch  a 
man  as  Troilus,  than  Agamemnon  and  all  Greece, 

Cre,  There  is  among  the  Greeks  Achilles,  a  better  man 
than  Troilus, 

Pan.  Achilles  f  a  dray- man,  a  porter,  a  very  camel, 
Cre.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well— why,  have  you  any  difcretion  ?  have 
you  any  eyes  ?  do  you  know  what  a  man  it>  ?  is  not  birth, 
beauty,  good  fhape,  difcourfe,  manhood,  learning,  gentle- 
neis,  virtue,  youth,  liberality,  and  fo  forth,  the  fpice  and 
fait  that  feafons  a  man  ? 

Cre,  Ay,  a  mine'd  man,  and  then  to  be  bak'd  with  no 
date  in  the  pye,  for  then  the  man's  date  is  out. 

Pan, 
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Pan.  You  are  fuch  another  woman,  one  knows  not  at 
what  ward  you  lye. 

-  Cre.  Upon  my  back,  to  defend  my  belly  ;  upon  my 
wit,  to  defend  my  wiles  ;  upon  my  fecrefie,  to  defend 
mine  honefty  ;  my  ma/k  to  defend  my  beauty,  and  you  to 
defend  all  thefe :  at  all  thefe  wards  I  lye,  and  at  a  thou- 
fand  watches.  v 
Pan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Cre.  Nay,  I'll  watch  you  for  that,  and  that's  one  of  the 
chiefeft  of  them  too  5  if  I  cannot  ward  what  I  would  not 
have  hit,  I  can  watch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the  blow, 
unlels  it  fweH  paft  hiding,  and  then  it  is  paft  watching* 

Pan.  You  are  fuch  another !  — — 

Enter  Boy.  ' 

Boy.  Sir,  my  Lord  would  inllantly  fpeak  with  you. 

Pan.  Where  ? 

Boy.  At  your  own  houfe,  there  he  unarms  him. 
Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come  5  I  doubt  he  be  hurt. 
Fare  thee  well,  good  neice. 
Cre.  Adieu,  uncle. 

Pan.  1*11  be  with  you,  neice,  by  and  by* 
Cre.  To  bring,  uncle  — - 
Pan.  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilus. 

Cre.  By  the  fame  token,  you  are  a  bawd.     [Exit  Pan* 
Words,  vows,  gifts,  tears,  and  love's  full  facrifice, 
He  offers  in  another's  enterprize : 
But  more  in  Troilus  thoufand-fold  I  fee, 
Than  in  the  glafs  of  Pandar's  praife  may  be. 
Yet  hold  I  off.    Women  are  angels  wooing, 
Things  won  are  done,  the  foril's  joy  lyes  in  doing: 
That  She  belov'd  knows  nought  that  knows  not  this  j 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungain'd  more  than  it  is. 
That  She  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
Love  got,  fo  fvveet,  as  when  defire  did  fue! 
Atchievementis,  command  j  ungain'd,  befeecb. 
Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach  j 
That  though  my  heart's  content  *  firm  love  doth  bear, 
Nothing  of  that  mall  from  mine  eyes  appear.      -  [£*;>, 


*  By  Content  here  is  meant  Ctfacity. 
Vot.  VIII,  O  S  C  E  N  8 
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SCENE  V. 
Agamemnon'*  'Tent  in  the  Grecian  Camp, 
Trumpets,  Enter  Agamemnon,  Neftor,  Ulyifes,  DiomedfS^ 
Menelaus,  with  others, 

/Iga,  Princes, 
What  grief  hath  fet  the  jaundice  on  your  cheeks  ? 
The  ample  proportion  that  hope  makes 
Jn  all  defigns  begun  on  earth  below, 
Fails  in  the  promised  largenefs ;  checks  and  difaflera 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  higheft  rearM ; 
As  knots  by  the  conrlux  of  meeting  fap 
infect  the  found  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  courfe  of  growth, 
Nor,  Princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  U5, 
That  we  come  fhort  of  our  luppofe  io  far, 
That  after  fev'n  years  liege,  yet  Troy  walls  Hand  j 
Sith  every  action,  that  hath  gone  before, 
Whereof  we  have  record,  fryal  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart  5  not  anfwenng  the  aim, 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 
That  gave't  furmiied  fhape.    Why  then,  you  Princrs, 
Do  you  with  cheeks  abaft' d  behold  our  works, 
And  think  them  Ihame,  which  are,  indeed,  nought  elfe 
But  the  proti  active  tryals  of  great  jfovt, 
To  find  perfjiHve  conftancy  in  men  ? 
The  finenefs  of  which  metal  is  not  found 
In  foi  tune's  love  j  for  there,  the  bold  and  coward* 
The  wile  and  fool,  the  artift  and  unread, 
The  hard  and  loft,  feem'd  all  affin'd,  and  kin^ 
But  in  the  wind  and  tempeft  of  her  frown, 
Diflinction  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fan 
Faffing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away  5 
And  what  hath  mafs  or  matter,  by  it  felf 
iyes  rich  in  virtue,  and  unmingled. 

Neji.  With  due  obfervance  of  thy  godlike  fea^ 
Creat  Agamemnon,  Nejior  ihali  apply 
Thy  late%tf  ords.    In  thz  reproof  of  chance 
Lyes  thetrue  proof  of  men?  the  fea  being  {ffiQQth; 
How  many  Siallew  bauble  boats  dare  fail 
he?  pattetftoetf*  attJur*  \}i$if  way 
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With  thofe  of  nobler  bulk ! 

But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 

The  gentle  Thetis,  and  anoa,  behold, 

The  ftrong-ribb'd  bark  thro*  liquid  mountains  cuts, 

Bounding  between  the  two  moift  elements, 

Like  Perfeut'  horfe:  Where's  then  the  fawcy  boat, 

Whofe  weak  untimber'd  fides  but  even  now 

Co-rivalM  Greatnefs  ?  or  to  harbour  fled, 

Or  made  a  toaft  for  Neptune,    Even  fo 

Doth  valour's  mew  and  valour's  worth  divide 

In  ftorms  of  fortune.    For  in  her  ray  and  brightness 

The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize 

Than  by  the  tyeer :  but  when  fplitting  winds 

Make  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oak, 

And  flies  get  under  made  ;  the  thing  of  courage, 

As  rowz'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  fympathizSj, 

And  with  an  accent  tun'd  in  felf-fame  key 

Replies  to  chiding  fortune.* 

Ulyf,  Agamemnon, 
Thou  great  commander,  nerve  and  bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  foul,  and  only  fpirit, 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
•Should  be  (hut  up :  hear  what  UlyJJes  fpeaks. 
Bcfides  th'  applaufe  and  approbation 
The  which,  mod  mighty  for  thy  place  and  fway, 

[To  Agamemnon. 

And  thou,  moll  rev'rend  for  thy  ftretcht- out  life,  [Te  Nefcor, 

I  give  to  both  your  fpeeches,  which  were  fuch 

As  Agamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 

Should  hold  up  high  in  brafs.;  and  fuch  again 

As  venerable  Neftor  (hatch* d  in  filver) 

Should  with  a  bond  of  air,  tfrong  as  the  axle-tree 

On  which  heav'n  rides,  knit  all  the  Grecian  eara 

To  his  experiene'd  tongue ;  yet  let  it  pleafe  both 

(Though  great  and  wile)  to  hear  Ul$[fes  fpeak. 

Aga.  Speak,  Prince  of  Ithaca :  we  lefs  expect 
That  matter  needlefs,  of  importlefs  burthen, 

•  It  is  faid  of  the  Tyger,  that  in  ftormj  and  high  winds  fct 
rages  and  roars  molt  furioufly. 

O  a  Divide 
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Divide  thy  lips  5  than  we  are  confident, 
"When  rank  Tberfites  opes  his  maftift"  jaws, 
We  /hall  hear  mufick,  wit,  and  oracle. 

U/yf.  Troy  yet  upon  her  baits  had  been  down,  » 
And  the  great  HeBor's  fword  had  lackM  a  matter, 
But  for  thefe  inftances. 
The  fpecialty  of  rule  hath  been  neglected  9 
And  look  how  many  Grecian  tents  do  ftand 
Upon  this  plain,  fo  many  hollow  factions. 
When  that  the  general  is  not  like  the  hive, 
To  which  the  foragers  mall  all  repair, 
What  honey  is  expected  ?  degree  being  vizarded, 
Th'  unworthieft  mews  as  fairly  in  the  ma/k. 
The  heav'ns  themfelves,  the  planets  and  this  center, 
Obferve  degree,  priority  and  place, 
Infifture,  courfe,  proportion,  feafon,  form, 
Office  and  cuftom,  in  ail  line  of  order  : 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet  Sol 
In  noble  eminence  enthronM  and  fpher'd 
Amidft  the  reft,  whofe  med'cinable  eye 
Corrects  the  ill  afpects  of  planets  evil, 
And  pofts  like  the  commandment  of  a  king, 
Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad.    But  when  the  planets 
In  evil  mixture  to  diforder  wander, 
What  plagues  and  what  portents,  what  mutiny ! 
What  raging  of  the  fea !  lhaking  of  earth  ! 
Commotion  in  the  winds!  frights,  changes,  horrors, 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 
The  unity  and  married  calm  of  ftates 
Quite  from  their  flxure!  when  degree  is  fhaken, 
(Which  is  the  ladder  to  all  high  defigns) 
Then  enterprize  is  fick.    How  could  communities, 
Degrees  in  fchools,  and  brotherhoods  in  cities, 
Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable  mores, 
The  primogeniture,  and  due  of  birth, 
Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,  fcepters,  lawrels, 
But  by  degree,  ftand  in  authentick  place  ? 
Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  ftring, 
And  hark  what  difcord  follows ;  each  thing  meets 
In  meer  oppugnancy.   The  bounded  waters 

Would 


Troilus  and  Creffida. 

Would  lift  their  bofoms  higher  than  the  mores, 

And  make  a  fop  of  all  this  folid  globe : 

Strength  would  be  lord  of  imbecillity, 

And  the  rude  fon  would  ftrike  his  father  deads 

Force  would  be  right ;  or  rather,  right  and  wrong, 

Between  whofe  endlefs  jar  juftice  prefides, 

Would  lofe  their  names,  and  fo  would  juftice  too. 

Then  every  thing  includes  it  felf  in  power, 

Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite, 

And  appetite  an  univerfal  wolf, 

So  doubly  feconded  with  will  and  power 

Muft  make  perforce  an  univerfal  prey, 

And  laft  eat  up  itfelf.    Great  Agamemnon  I 

This  chaos,  when  degree  is  fuftbcate, 

Follows  the  choaking : 

And  this  negleftion  of  degree  is  it, 

That  by  a  pace  goes  backward,  in  a  purpofc 

It  hath  to  climb.    The  General's  difdain'd 

By  him  one  ftep  below  ;  he  by  the  next ; 

That  next  by  him  beneath :  fo  every  ftep, 

Exampled  by  the  flrft  pace  that  is  lick 

Of  his  fuperior,  grows  to  an  envious  feaver 

Of  pale  and  bloodiefs  emulation. 

And  'tis  this  feaver  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot, 

Not  her  own  finews.    To  end  a  tale  of  length, 

Troy  in  our  weaknefs  lives,  not  in  her  ftrengtru 

Neft,  Moft  wifely  hath  Ulyjfei  here  difcoverM 
The  feaver,  whereof  all  our  power  is  fick. 

Aga,  The  nature  of  the  ficknefs  found,  Ulyjfes, 
What  is  the  remedy  ? 

Ulyf.  The  great  Achilles,  whom  opinion  crowns 
The  Anew  and  the  forehand  of  our  hoft, 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  airy  fame, 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
Lyes  mocking  our  defigns.    With  him  Patroclus, 
Upon  a  lazy  bed,  the  live-long  day 
Breaks  fcurril  jefts ; 

And  with  ridiculous  and  auk  ward  action 

(Which,  flanderer,  he  imitation  calls) 

He  pageant*  us.   Sometimes,  great  Agamemnon, 
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Thy  toplefs  deputation  he  puts  on  ; 

And  like  a  ftrutting  player,  whofe  conceit 

Lyes  in  his  ham-firing,  and  doth  think  it  rich 

To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  found 

'Twixt  his  ftretch'd  footing  and  the  fcaftoldage, 

Such  to-be- pitied  and  o'er-wrefted  feeming 

He  acts  thy  greatnefs  in  :  and  when  he  fpeaks, 

'Tis  like  a  chime  a  mending ;  with  terms  unfquarM  J 

Which  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typbon  dropt 

Would  feem  hyperboles.    At  this  fufty  fluff 

The  large  Achilles,  on  his  preft-bed  lolling, 

From  his  deep  cheft  laughs  out  a  loud  applaufe  : 

Cries,  excellent  I  'tis  Agamemnon  juji  ! 

Now  play  me  Neftor  — - —  bum,  and  Jlroke  thy  heard. 

As  be,  being  ^drefl  to  fame  oration* 

That's  dene  —  as  near  as  the  extremeft  ends 

Of  parallels  ;  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife: 

Yet  good  Achilles  ftill  cries,  excellent  I 

''Tis  Neftor  right !  now  play  bim  me,  Patroclus, 

jfrming  to  anfwer  in0a  night -alarm  : 

And  then,  forfooth  the  faint  defects  of  age 

Muft  be  the  fcene  of  mirth  to  cough  and  fpit, 

And  with  a  palfie  fumbling  on  his  gorget 

Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet  —  —  at  this  fport, 

Sir  Valour  dies  ;  cries,  0/—- — enough,  PatrocIuS"  ■ 

Or,  give  me  ribs  of  fteel,  1  fhall  fpHt  all 

Jn  pleafure  of  my  fpleen.    And  in  this  fafhion 

All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  fhapes, 

Sev  rals  and  gen'rals  though  of  grace  exact, 

Achievements,  plots,  orders,  preventions, 

Excitements  to  the  field,  or  fpeech  for  truce, 

Succefs  or  lofs,  what  is,  or  is  not,  ferves 

As  ftuff  for  thefe  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

Nefl.  And  in  the  imitation  of  thefe  twain, 
(Whom,  as  Ulsjjes  fays,  opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice)  many  are  infect: 
Jijax  is  grown  felf-will'd,  and  bears  his  head 
In  fuch  a  rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  place, 
As  broad  Achilles  j  keeps  his  tent  like  him  ; 
Makes  factious  feafts,  rails  on  cur  ftate  of  war* 

3  Bold 
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Bold  as  an  oracle  ;  and  fets  Tberfites 
(A  (lave  whofe  gall  coins  flanders  like  a  milt) 
To  match  us  in  comparifons  with  dirt, 
To  weaken  and  difcredit  our  expofure, 
How  hard  foever  rounded  in  with  danger, 

U/yf.  They  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  cowardife^ 
ount  wifdom  as  no  member  of  the  war, 
ore-ftall  our  prefcience,  and  efteem  no  act 
For  that  of  hand  :  the  ftill  and  mental  parts, 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  fhall  ftrike 
When  fitnefs  calls  them  on,  and  know,  by  meafure 
Of  their  obfervant  toil,  the  enemies  weight  j 
Why,  this  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity  ; 
They  call  this  bed-work-rnapp'ry,  clofet  war  i 
So  that  the  ram  that  batters  down  the  wall, 
For  the  great  fwing  and  rudenefs  of  his  poize, 
They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine  J 
Or  thofe  that  with  the  finenefs  of  their  fouls 
By  reafon  guide  its  execution. 

AV/?.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achille?  horfe 
Makes  many  TbettY  ions.  [Tucket  founds* 

What  trumpet  ?  look  Menelaus, 

Men,  From  Troy. 

SCENE    VI.     Enter  JEnezs. 

Aga,  What  would  you  'fore  our  tent  ? 

JEne,  Is  this  great  Agamemnon's  tent,  I  pray  you  ? 

Aga.  Even  this. 

Mne,  May  one  that  is  a  herald  and  a  Prince, 
Do  a  fair  meiTage  to  his  kingly  ears  ? 

Aga.  With  furety  ftronger  than  Achillea  arm, 
'Fore  all  the  Greekijh  heads,  which  with  one  voice 
Call  Agamemnon  head  and  General. 

JEne.  Fair  leave,  and  large  fecurity.    How  may 
A  ftranger  to  thofe  moft  imperial  looks 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  mortals  ? 

Aga,  How  ? 

Mne.  I  afk,  that  I  might  waken  reverence, 
And  bid  the  check  be  ready  with  a  blulh 
Modeft  as  morning,  when  flic  coldly  eyea 
The  youthful  Fbcebui ; 

Whkk 
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Which  is  that  God  in  office,  guiding  men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Ag a memnon  ? , 

Aga.  This  Trojan  fccrns  us,  or  the  men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers. 

JEne.  Courtiers  are  free,  as  debonair,  unarm'd,  *o 
As  bending  angels  ;  that's  their  fame  in  peace  : 
But  when  they  would  feem  foldiers,  they  have  galls, 
Good  arms,  ftrong  joints,  true  fwords;  and,  JWe's  accord, 
Nothing  fo  full  of  h^art.    But  peace,  ALneas, 
Peace,  Trojan,  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips  ; 
The  worthinefs  of  praife  diftains  his  worth, 
If  he  that's  prais'd,  himfelf  bring  the  praife  forth; 
What  the  repining  enemy  commends, 
That  breath  fame  blows,  that  praife  fole  pure  tranfcends. 

Aga.  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  your  felf  ALntai  ? 

JEne.  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 

A%a.  What's  your  affair,  I  pray  you  ? 

JEne.  Sir,  pardon,  'tis  for  Agamemnon'' s  ears. 

Aga.  He  hears  nought  privately  that  comes  from  Troy* 

AEne.  And  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whifper  him, 
I  bring  a  trumpet  to  awake  his  ear, 
To  fet  his  fenfe  on  the  attentive  bent, 
And  then  to  fpeak. 

Aga.  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind, 
It  is  not  Agamemnon* $  fieepirg  hour  5 
That  thou  (halt  know,  Trojan,  he  is  awake, 
He  telis  thee  fo  himfelf. 

JEne,  Trumpet,  blow  loud  : 
Send  thy  brafs  voice  thro'  all  thefe  lazy  tents  5 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him  know 
What  Troy  means  fairly  mall  be  fpoke  aloud. 

[The  Trumpets  found. 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy 
A  Prince  call'd  IhBor ,  {Priam  is  his  father) 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long- continued  truce 
Is  rutty  grown  ;  he  bad  me  take  a  trumpet, 
And  to  this  purpole  fpeak :  Kings,  Princes,  Lords, 
If  there  be  one  amongft  the  fair'ft  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  eafe, 
That  feeks  his  praife  more  than  he  fears  his  peril, 

That 
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That  knows  his  valour  and'  knows  not  his  fear, 
That  loves  his  miftrefs  more  than  in  profeflion 
With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves, 
And  dares  avow  her  beauty  and  her  worth 
In  other  arms  than  hers :  to  him  this  challenge, 
HtBor9  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  beft  to  do  it. 
He  hath  a  Lady,  wifer,  fairer,  truer, 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compafs  in  his  arms  ; 
And  will  to-morrow  with  his  trumpet  call, 
Midway  between  your  tents  and  walls  of  Troyt 
To  rowze  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love. 
If  any  come,  Heflor  mall  honour  him: 
If  none,  he'll  lay  in  Troy  when  he  retires, 
The  Grecian  dames  are  fun- burnt,  and  not  worth 
The  fplinter  of  a  lance  ; — — -  even  fo  much. 

Aga,  This  mall  be  told  our  lovers,  Lord  JEneat, 
If  none  of  them  have  foul  in  fuch  a  kind, 
We've  left  them  all  at  home :  but  we  are  foldiers  3 
And  may  that  foldier  a  meer  recreant  prove, 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  love ! 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be, 
That  one  meets  Heclor  ;  if  none  elfe,  I'm  he. 

Neji.  Tell  him  of  Nejlor  j  one  that  was  a  man 
When  Hector's  grand  fire  fuck'd  ;  he  is  old  now, 
But  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  hoft 
One  nobleman  that  hath  one  fpark  of  fire, 
To  anfwer  for  his  love:  tell  him  from  me, 
I'll  hide  my  filver  beard  in  a  gold  beaver, 
And  in  my  vantbrace  put  this  withered  brawn, 
And  meeting  him,  will  tell  him,  that  my  Lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  grandam,  and  as  chafte 
As  may  be  in  the  world,  his  youth  in  flood, 
I'll  pawn  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood. 

Mne,  Now  heav'ns  forbid  fuch  fcarcity  of  youth  ! 

Ulyf.  Amen! 

Aga,  Fair  Lord  Mneas,  let  me  touch  your  hand  : 
To  our  pavilion  mail  I  lead  you  firft: 
Achilles  mall  have  word  of  this  intent, 
So  mall  each  Lord  of  Greta  from  tent  to  tent : 

Your 
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Your  felf  fhall  feaft  with  us  before  you  go, 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    VII.     Manent  Ulyffes  and  Neftor. 

Ufyf.  Neftor! 

Neft.  What  fays  Ufyffes? 

Ufyf.  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain, 
Be  vou,my  time  to  bring  it  to  fome  fhape. 

Neft.  What  is' t? 

Ufyf.  This  'tis  : 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots;  the  feeded  pride 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  mull  or  now  be  cropt, 
Or,  fhedding,  breed  a  nurfery  of  like  evil 
To  over-  bulk  us  all. 

Neft.  Well,  and  how  now  ? 

Ufyf.  This  challenge  that  the  valiant  Heeler  fends, 
However  it  is  fpread  in  general  name, 
Relates  in  purpofe  only  to  Achilla, 

Neft,  The  purpole  is  perfpicuous  even  as  fubftance, 
Whofe  grofifnefs  little  characters  fum  up  : 
And  in  the  publication,  make  no  ftrain, 
But  that  Achilles ,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
As  banks  of  Lybia,  (tho*,  Apolh  knows, 
*Tis  dry  enough,)  will  with  great  fpeed  of  judgment, 
Ay,  with  celerity,  find  Htclor%  purpofe 
Pointing  on  him.' 

Ufyf,  And  wake  him  to  the  anfwer,  think  you? 

Neft.  Yes, 

It  is  moft  meet  ;  whom  may  you  elfe  oppofe 
That  can  from  Hetlor  bring  his  honour  off, 
If  not  Achilles?  though  a  fportful  combat, 
Yet  in  this  tryal  much  opinion  dwells. 
For  here  the  Trojans  tafte  our  dear'ft  repute 
With  their  fin' ft  palate  :  truft  to  me,  Ufyffet, 
Our  imputation  fhaM  be  odly  pois'd 
In  this  wild  aclion^P  For  the  iuccefs, 
Although  particular,  fhall  give  a  fcantling 
Of  good  or  bad  unto  the  general : 
And  in  fuch  indexes,  although  fmall  pricks 
To  their  fubfequent  volumes,  there  is  feer* 

The 
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The  baby  figure  of  the  giant-mafs 

Or"  things  to  come,  at  large.    It  is  fupposM, 

He  that  meets  HtEior  ifiues  from  onr  choice  ; 

And  choice  being  mutual  act  of  all  our  foulj, 

Makes  merit  her  election  ;  and  doth  boil 

As  'twere  from  forth  us  all,  a  man  diftill'd 

Out  of  our  virtues  ;  who  mifcarrying, 

What  heart  from  hence  receives  the  conquering  part 

To  fteel  a  ftrong  opinion  to  themfejves ! 

Which  entertain'd,  limbs  are  his  inflruments, 

In  no  lefs  working,  than  are  fwords  and  bows 

Directive  by  the  limbs. 

Ulyf.  Give  pardon  to  my  fpeech  ; 
Therefore  'tis  htAcbilles  meet  not  Heclor, 
Let  us,  like  merchants,  mew  our  fouleft  wares, 
And  think  perchance  they'll  fell ;  if  not,  why  ftili 
The  luflre  of  the  better,  yet  to  mew, 
Shall  (hew  the  better.    Do  not  then  confent 
That  ever  llccior  and  Achilles  meet  : 
For  both  our  hononr  and  our  fhame  in  this 
Are  dogg'd  with  two  ftrange  followers. 

Nefi.  I  fee  them  not  with  my  old  eyes*,  what  are  the}  } 
Ulyf,  What  glory  our  Achilles  ihares  from  Heftor, 
Wer  e  he  not  proud,  we  all  mould  mare  with  him  : 
But  lie  already  is  too  infolent  $ 
And  we  were  better  parch  mAfrick  Sun 
Than  in  the  pride  and  fait  fcorn  of  his  eyes, 
Should  he  Tiape  HeEiot  fair.    If  he  were  foil'd, 
Why  then  we  did  our  main  opinion  crulh 
In  taint  of  our  beft  men.    No,  make  a  lottVy, 
And  by  device  let  blocki/h  Ajax  draw 
•  h«  fort  to  fight  with  Heel  or :  'mong  our  felves, 
Giv<  him  allowance  as  the  worthier  man, 
Foi  that  will  phyfick  the  great  Myrmidon 
Who  broils  in  loud  applaufe,  and  make  him  fall 
His  creft,  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends, 
it  the  dull  bvainlcfs  Ajax  come  fafe  oft", 
We'll  diefs  him  up  in  voices :  if  he  fail, 
Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  ftill, 
Tfcat  we  have  better  men*  But  hit  or  mifs, 
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Our  project's  life  this  fhape  of  fenfe  aiTumes, 
Ajax  imployM  plucks  down  Acbille?  plumes, 

Neft.  VlyJJeiy  now  I  relifh  thy  advice, 
And  I  will  give  a  tafte  of  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon  ;  go  we  to  him  ftraight ; 
Two  curs  fliall  tame  each  other  $  pride  3lone 
Muft  tar  the  maftirYs  on,  as  'twere  their  bone.  [Exeunt, 

A  C  T   II.      SCENE  I» 
The  Grecian  Camp. 
Enter  Ajax  and  Theifites. 
Ajax,        I1ERSITES  ! 

Tber.  Agamemnon  —  how  if  he  had  biles  — 
full,  all  over  generally.  [Talking  to  bimfelf, 

Ajax.  Tberfites! 

Tber.  And  thofe  biles  did  run  — fay  fo  —  did  not  the 
General  run  ?  were  not  that  a  botchy  core  ? 
Ajax,  Dog! 

Tber.  Then  there  would  come  fome  matter  from  him: 
I  fee  none  now. 

Ajax.  Thou  bitch-wolf's  fon,  can'ft  thou  not  hear? 
feel  then.  [Strikes  him, 

Tber,  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thou  mungrel 
beef-witted  Lord  ! 

Ajax,  Speak  then,  you  whinnid'ft  baven,  fpeak,  or  I 
will  beat  thee  into  handfomnefs. 

Tber,  I  fliall  fooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holinefs  ;  but 
I  think  thy  horfe  will  fooner  con  an  oration,  than  thou 
learn  a  prayer  without  book  :  thou  canft  ftrike,  canft 
thou  ?  a. red  murrain  o'  thy  jades  tricks! 

Ajax.  Toads-  ft,or!  learn  ree  the  proclamation. 

Tber.  Deft  thou  think  I  have  no  ienfe,  thou  fink' it  me 
thus  ? 

Ajax.  The  proclamation  

Tber.  Thou  art  proclaimM  a  fool,  I  think. 

Ajax.  Do  not,  porcupine,  do  not  ;  my  lingers  itch. 

Tber.  I  would  thou  dldft  itch  from  head  to  foot,  and  I 
had  the  fcratching  of  thee;  I  would  make  thee  the  loath- 
fom'lt  icab  in  Greece,  /  ^ 

Ajax,  I  fay,  the  proclamation  — 

Tber. 
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Tber.  Thou  grumbleit  and  raileft  t-very  hour  on  Acbillei, 
and  thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  greatnefs,  as  Cerberus  is 
at  Proferpina's  beauty:  I,  that  thou  bark'lt  at  him. 

Ajax.  Miftrefs  Thelites ! 

Tber.  Thou  fliouldft  ftrike  bim. 

Ajax.  Cobloaf! 

Tber.  He  would  pound  thee  into  fhi vers  with  his  fift,  as 
a  Tailor  breaks  a  biiket. 

A]ax.  You  whorfon  cur !  [Beating  bim. 

Tber.  Do,  do. 

Ajax.  Thou  fbol  for  a  witch! 

Tber.  Ay,  do,  thou  fodden-witted  Lord ;  thou  haft  no 
more  brain  than  I  have  in  my  elbows :  an  AJJinego  may 
tutor  thee.  Thou  fcurvy  valiant  afs,  thou  art  here  but  to 
thrafh  Trojans,  and  thou  art  bought  and  fold  among  thofe 
of  any  wit,  like  a  Barbarian  Have.  If  thou  ufe  to  beat 
me,  I  will  begia  at  thy  heel,  and  tell  what  thou  art  by 
inches,  thou  thing  of  no  bowels,  thou  ! 

Ajax.  \>)u  dog ! 

Tber.  You  fcurvy  Lord ! 

Ajax.  You  cur !  [Beating  bim« 

Tber.  Mars  his  ideot!  do,  rudenefs,  do,  camel,  do,  do. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 
Acbil.  Why,  how  now,  Ajax?  wherefore  do  you  this? 
How  now,  Tberfues?  what's  the  matter,  man? 
Tber.  You  fee  him  there,  do  you  ? 
Acbil.  Ay,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Tber.  Nay,  look  upon  him. 
Acbil.  So  I  do,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Tber.  Nav,  but  regard  him  well. 
Acbil.  Well,  why,  I  do  fo. 

Tber.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him  j  for  MfWt4 
ever  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 

Acbil.  I  know  that,  fool. 

Tber.  Ay,  bwt  that  fool  knows  not'  himfelf. 

Ajax.  Therefore  I  beat  thee.  [Beating  him. 

Tber.  Lo,  Jo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit  he  utters ; 
his  eva lions  h  »ve  cars  thus  long.  I  have  bobb'd  his  brain 
more  than  be  has  beat  my  bones:  I  will  buy  nine  fpanows 
for  a  penny,  and  hjsPw  Mater  is  riot  worth  the  ninth  pare 

v%  u  vm  p  of 
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of  a  fparrow.  This  Lord,  ( Achilla  J  Ajax,  who  wears  his 
wit  in  his  belly,  and  his  guts  in  his  head,  I'll  tell  you 
what  I  fay  of  him. 

Acbil,  What  ?  [Ajax  offers  to  ftrikcbim>  Achilles  intcrpofa. 

Tber,  I  fay,  this  Ajax — 

Acbil.  Nay,  good  Ajax, 

Tber.  Has  not  fo  much  wit  — 

Acbil.  Nay,  good  Ajax, 

Tber,  As  will  flop  the  eye  of  Helen's  needle,  for  whom 
lie  comes  to  right. 
Acbil,  Peace,  fool! 

Tber,  I  would  have  peace  and  quietnefs,  but  the  fool 
will  not:  he  there,  that  he,  look  you  there. 
Ajax,  O  thou  damn'd  cur,  I  mall— ■ 
Acbil,  Will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a  fool's  ? 
Tber.  No,  I  warrant  you,  fpr  a  fool's  will  mame  it. 
Pat,  Good  words,  Tbcrfites, 
Acbil,  What's  the  quarrel  ? 

Ajax.  I  bad  the  vile  owl  go  learn  me  the  tenour  of  the 
proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 
Tver,  I  ferve  thee  not. 
Ajax.  Well,  go  to,  go  to. 
Tber,  I  ferve  here  voluntary. 

Acbil,  Your  lafl:  lervice  was  fufferance,  'twas  not  vo- 
luntary, no  man  is  beaten  voluntary;  Ajax  was  here  the 
voluntary,  and  you  as  under  an  imprefs. 

Tber,  Ev'n  fc — a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too  lyes  in  your 
finews,  or  elfe  there  be  liars.  Hetlor  fhall  have  a  great 
catch,  if  he  knock  out  either  of  your  brains  5  he  were  as 
good  crack  a  furry  nut  with  no  kernel. 

Acbil.  What,  with  me  too,  Tberfites? 

Tber,  There's  Ulyffes,  and  old  Nejlor,  (whofe  wit  was 
mouldy  ere  your  Grandiires  had  nails  on  their  toes,)  yoke 
you  like  draft  oxen,  and  make  you  plough  up  the  war. 

Acbil,  What !  what ! 

Tber,  Yes  good  footh,  to  Achilles,  to  Ajax,  to  — 
Ajax,  I  mall  cut  out  your  tongue. 
Tber,  'Tis  no  matter,  I  mall  fpeak  as  much  as  thoti 
afterwards. 

Pat,  No  more  words,  Tberfitest 

Tber, 
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Tber.  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilla"  brach  bids  me, 
fiiall  I  ?  x 

Jicbil.  There's  for  you,  Patroclus. 

Tber.  I  will  fee  you  hang'd  like  clodpoles,  ere  I  come 
any  more  to  your  tents.  I  will  keep  where  there  is  wit 
itiiring,  and  leave  the  faction  of  fools.  [Exit, 

Pat.  A  good  riddance. 

Achil.  Marry  this,  Sir,  is  proclaimed  through  all  our  hoft> 
That  Hector  y  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  fun, 
i  Will  with  a  trumpet,  'twixt  our  tents  and  Troy, 
To-morrow  morning  call  fome  Knight  to  arms, 
That  hath  a  ftomach,  fuch  a  one  that  dares 
Maintain  — I  know  not  what  j  'tis  tralh  5  farewel ! 

Ajax,  Farewel !  who  mall  anfwer  him  ? 

Acbil.  I  know  not,  'tis  put  to  lott'ry  5  otherwife 
He  knew  his  man. 

Ajax.  O,  meaning  you :  I'll  go  learn  more  of  it.  [ExeA 

SCENE    III.      Priam's  Palace  in  Troy. 
Enter  Priam,  Hector,  Troilus,  Paris  and  Helenus. 

Pri,  After  fo  many  hours,  lives,  fpeeches  fpent, 
Thus  once  again  fays  Nejior  from  the  Greeks : 
Deliver  Helen,  and  all  damage  elfe 
(As  honour,  lofs  of  time,  travel,  expence, 
Wounds,  friends,  and  what  elfe  dear  that  is  confumM 
In  hot  digeftion  of  this  cormorant  war) 
Shall  be  (truck  off.    Heilor,  what  fay  you  to*t  ? 

Hetl,  Though  no  man  letfer  fears  the  Greeks  than  I, 
As  far  as  touches  my  particular  $  yet 
There  is  no  Lady  of  more  fofter  bowels, 
More  fpungy  to  fuck  in  the  fenfe  of  fear, 
More  ready  to  cry  out,  ivbo  knows  what  follows  ? 
Than  Ileflor  is.    The  worm  of  peace  is  furety, 
Surety  fecure ;  but  modeil  doubt  is  calPd 
The  beacon  of  the  wile  ;  the  tent  that  fearches 
To  th*  bottom  of  the  wound.    Let  Helen  go. 
Since  the  firft  fword  was  drawn  about  this  que/Hon, 
Ev'ry  tithe  foul  'mongft  many  thoufand  diimes 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen,    I  mean  of  ours. 
If  we  have  loft  fo  many  tenths  of  ours 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours,  nor  worth  to  u« 

P  x  (Had 
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(Had  it  our  name)  the  value  of  one  ten ; 
What  merit's  in  that  reafon,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Troi.  Fie,  fie,  my  brother : 
Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  King 
So  great  as  our  dread  father  in  a  fcale 
Of  common  ounces  ?  will  you  with  counters  fum 
The  vaft  proportion  of  his  infinite  > 
And  buckle  in  a  wafte,  mod  fathomlefs, 
With  fpans  and  inches  fo  diminutive 
A?  fears  and  reafons  ?  fie  fo.  godly  fhame ! 

Hel.  No  marvel,  tho'  you  bite  fo  fharp  at  reafon?, 
You're  empty  of  them.    Should  not  our  father  Priam 
Bear  the  great  fway  of  his  affairs  with  reafons, 
Becaufe  your  fpeech  hath  none  that  tells  him  fo  ? 

Trfl/.  You  are  for  dreams  and  flumbers,  bi oilier  prieft, 
You  fur  your  gloves  with  reafons.    Here  are  )  our  reaioiis* 
You  know  an  enemy  intends  you  harm, 
You  know  a  fword  imploy'd  is  perilous, 
And  reafon  flies  the  objecl:  of  all  harm. 
Who  marvels  then  when  Heletws  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  fword,  if  he  do  fet 
The  very  wings  of  reafon  to  his  heels, 
And  fly  like  children  Mercury  from  Jove, 
Or  like  a  ftar  dis-orb'd  ?  —  Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reafon, 
Let's  fhut  our  gates,  and  fleep :  manhood  and  honour 
Should  have  hare- hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their  thoughts 
With  this  cramm'd  reafon :  reafon  and  refpedfc 
Make  livers  pale,  and  luftyhood  deject. 

HeB.  Brother,  fhe  is  not  worth  what  (he  doth  coft 
The  holding. 

Trot.  What  is  ought,  but:  as  'tis  valu'd  ? 
Heel,  But  Value  dwells  not  in  particular  wil), 
It  holds  its  eftimate  and  dignity 
As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  it  felf, 
As  in  the  prizer :  'tis  mad  idolatry, 
To  make  the  iervice  greater  than  the  God  5 
And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  inclinable 
To  what  infeftioufly  it  felf  affects, 
Without  foae  image  of  th'  afiecled*s  merit. 
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'Trot.  I  take  to-day  a  wife,  and  my  election 

Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  will  5 

My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears, 

Two  traded  pilots  'twixt  the  dangerous  mores 

Of  will  and  judgment.    How  may  I  avoid 

(Although  my  will  diftafte  what  is  elected) 

The  wife  I  chufe  ?  there  can  be  no  evafion 

To  blench  from  this,  and  to  ftand  firm  by  honour. 

We  turn  not  back  the  filks  upon  the  merchant 

When  we  have  fpoil'd  them  ;  nor  th"  remainder  viands 

We  do  not  throw  in  unrefpe&ive  place, 
Becaufe  we  now  are  full.    It  was  thought  meet 
Paris  mould  do  fome  vengeance  on  the  Greeks : 
Your  breath  of  full  confent  bellied  his  fails ; 
The  feas  and  winds  (old  wranglers)  took  a  truce, 
And  did  him  fervice  :  he  touch'd  the  ports  defir'd ; 
And  for  an  oW  aunt  whom  the  Greeks  held  captive, 
He  brought  a  Grecian  Queen  whofe  youth  and  frefhneft 
Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  makes  {tale  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her  ?  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt : 
Is  me  worth  keeping?  why,  me  is  a  pearl, 
Whofe  price  hath  launch'd  above  a  thoufand  mips, 
And  turn'd  crown' d  Kings  to  merchants  — 
If  you'll  avouch  'twas  wifdom  Paris  went, 
(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd,  go,  go: J 
If  you'll  confefs  he  brought  home  noble  prize, 
(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  clap'd  your  hand* 
And  cry'd,  inejiimable  ;)  whyd'younow 
The  iiTue  of  your  proper  wifdoms  rate, 
And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did, 
Beggar  that  eftimation  which  you  priz'd 
Richer  than  fea  and  land  ?  O  theft  mod  bafe ! 
What  we  have  ftol'n,  That  we  do  fear  to  keep  I 
Bafe  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  Co  ftol'n  I 
What  in  their  country  did  them  that  difgrace, 
We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  place, 
Caf.  [within.]  Cry,  Trojans,  cry! 
Pri.  What  noife  ?  what  fhriek  is  this  ? 
2Vw,  'Tis  our  mad  filler,  I  do  know  her  voice. 
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Caf.  [within.]  Gy,  Trojans! 
HcB.  It  is  CaJJandra. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  CalTandra  ivitb  ber  hair  about  her  ears. 
Caf.  Cry,  Trojans,  ery  j  lend  me  ten  thoufand  eyes. 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  prophetick  tears. 
Heel.  Peace,  filter,  peace. 

Caf.  Virgins  and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled  old, 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  can  but  cry, 
Add  to  my  clamour !  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mafs  of  moan  to  come ! 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry,  pra&ife  your  eyes  with  tears. 
Troy  muft  not  be,  nor  goodly  Won  Hand: 
Our  fire-brand  brother,  Paris,  burns  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans^  cry !  a  Helen  and  a  wo  ; 
Cry,  cry,  Troy  burns,  or  elfe  let  Helen  go.  ,  [Exit, 

Heft.  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  the  high  ftrains 
Of  divination  in  our  filler  work 
Some  touches  of  remorfe  ?  Or  is  rour  blood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  difcourfe  of  real'on, 

Nor  fear  of  bad  fuccefs  in  a  bad  caufe, 

Can  qualifie  the  fame  ? 

Trot.  Why,  brother  He&or, 

We  may  not  think  the  jultnefs  of  each  aft 

Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it  5 

Nor  once  deject  the  courage  of  our  minds, 

Becaufc  Caffandra's  mad  j  her  brain- lick  raptures 

Cannot  diftafte  the  goodnefs  of  a  quarrel, 

Which  hath  our  feveral  honours  all  engagM 

To  make  it  gracious.    For  my  private  part, 

I  am  no  more  touch' d  than  all  Priam's  fons  ; 

And  Jove  forbid  there  mould  be  done  amongft  us 

Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakeft  fpleen 

To  fight  for  and  maintain ! 

Par.  Elfe  might  the  world  convince  of  levity 

As  well  your  counfels,  as  my  undertakings: 

For  I  atteft  the  Gods,  your  full  confent 

Gave  wings  to  my  propenlion,  and  cut  oft* 

AH  fears  attending  on  fo  dire  a  project. 

For  what,  alas,  can  thefe  my  ungle  arms? 
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What  propugnation  is  in  one  man's  valour, 
To  ftand  the  pufh  and  enmity  of  thofe 
This  quarrel  would  excite  >  yet  I  protefr, 
Were  I  alone  to  pafs  the  difficulties, 
And  had  as  ample  power,  as  I  have  will, 
Paris  mould  ne'er  retract  what  he  hath  done, 
Nor  faint  in  the  purfuit. 

Pri,  Parity  you  fpeak 
Like  one  befotted  on  your  fweet  delights  ; 
You  have  the  honey  fell,  but  thefe  the  gall, 
So  to  be  valiant  is  no  praife  at  all. 

Par,  Sir,  I  propofe  not  meerly  to  my  felf 
The  pleafures  fuch  a  beauty  brings  with  it: 
But  I  would  have  the  foil  of  her  fair  rape 
WipM  off  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treafon  were  it  to  the  ranfack'd  Queen, 
Difgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  Ihame  to  rne, 
Now  to  deliver  her  poffeffion  up, 
On  terms  of  bafe  compulfion !  can  it  be, 
That  fo  degenerate  a  ftrain  as  this 
Should  once  fet  footing  in  your  generous  bofoms  ? 
There's  not  the  meaneft  fpirit  on  our  party 
Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  fword  to  draw, 
When  Helen  is  defended  :  none  fo  noble, 
Whofe  life  were  ill  beftow'd,  or  death  unfam'd, 

Where  Helen  is  the  fubjecl.    Then,  I  fay, 

Well  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom  we  know  well 

The  world's  large  fpaces  cannot  parallel. 

Heft*  Paris  and  Troilus,  you  have  both  faid  well  * 

But  on  the  caufe  and  queftion  now  in  hand 

Have  glofs'd  but  fuperficially  ;  not  much  , 

Unlike  young  men,  whom  Ariflotle  thought 

Unfit  to  hear  moral  philofophy. 

The  reafons  you  alledge,  do  more  conduce 

To  the  hot  paflion  of  diftemper'd  blood, 

Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 

'Twixt  right  and  wrong  :  for  pleafure  and  revenge 

Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 

Of  any  true  decifion.    Nature  craves 

All  dues  be  render'd  to  their  owners ;  now 
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What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity, 
Than  wife  is  to  the  hufband  ?  if  this  law 
Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affection, 
And  that  great  minds,  of  partial  indulgence 
*To  their  benummed  wills,  refift  the  fame  j 
There  is  a  law  in  each  well-order'd  nation, 
To  curb  thofe  raging  appetites  that  are 
Aloft  difobedient  and  refractory. 
If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Sparta  s  King, 
(As  it  is  known  (he  is)  thefe  moral  laws 
Of  nature,  and  of  nations,  fpeak  aloud 
To  have  her  back  returned.    Thus  to  perfift 
In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong, 
But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.    Hefiorys  opinio* 
Is  this  in  way  of  truth  5  yet  ne'erthelefs, 
My  fprightly  brethren,  I  propend  to  you 
In  resolution  to  keep  Helen  itill  ; 
For  'tis  a  caufe  that  hath  no  mean  dependance 
Upon  our  joint  and  feveral  dignities. 

Troi.  Why,  there  you  toucii'd  the  life  of  our  defignss 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affected, 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  fpleens, 
I  would  not  wifli  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.    But,  worthy  HecJor, 
She  is  a  theme  of  honour  and  renown, 
A  fpur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds, 
Whofe  prefent  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes, 
And  fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us. 
For  I  prefumc  brave  HeSor  would  not  lofe 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  glory,  v 
As  fmiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  action, 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

Heel,  I  am  yours, 
You  valiant  off-fpring  of  great  Priamus  ; 
I  have  a  roafting  challenge  fent  amongft 
The  dull  and  factious  Nobles  of  the  Greeks, 
Will  ftrike  amazement  to  their  drowfie  fpirits. 
I  was  advertisM  their  great  General  flept, 


This  I  prefuffie  wiU  w  ake  him* 


[Exeunt* 
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SCENE  V.  Tbe  Grecian  Camp, 
Enter  Therfites  folus. 
Tber.  How  now,  Tberjites?  what,  loft  in  the  labyrinth 
of  thy  fury  ?  mall  the  elephant  Ajax  carry  it  thus  ?  he 
beats  me,  and  I  rail  at  him  :  O  worthy  fatis  feci  ion!  would 
it  were  otherwife  ;  that  I  could  beat  him,  whilft  he  rail'1 
at  me;  'sfoot,  Til  learn  to  conjure  and  raife  deviis,  but 
Til  fee  Tome  iffbe  of  my  fpiteful  execretions.  Then  there's 
Achilla,  a  rare  engineer.  If  Troy  be  not  taken  'till  thefe 
two  undermine  it,  the  walls  will  (land  'till  they  fall  of 
themfelves.  O  thou  great  thunder- darter  of  Olympus,  for- 
get that  thou  art  Jove  the  King  of  Gods ;  and,  Mercury, 
lofe  all  the  Terpentine  craft  of  thy  Caduceus,  if  thou  take 
not  that  little,  little,  lefs  than  little  wit  from  them  that 
they  have  ;  which  mort-arm'd  ignorance  it  felf  knows  is 
fo  abundant  fcarce,  it  will  not  in  circumvention  deliver  a 
fly  from  a  fpider,  without  drawing  the  mafly  irons  and 
cutting  the  web.  After  this,  the  vengeance  on  the  whole 
camp!  or  rather  the  bone- ach,  for  that  me^hinks  is  the 
curfe  dependant  on  thofe  that  war  for  a  placket.  I  have 
laid  my  prayers,  and  devil  Envy  fay  Amen!  What  ho!  my 
Lord  AcbiJes! 

Enttr  Patroclus. 
Tat,  Who's  there  ?  Tberfites  f  Good  Tberfites,  come  in 
and  rail. 

Tber.  If  I  could  have  remember'd  a  gilt  counter, 
thou  could* ft  not  have  flin'd  out  of  my  contemplation  ; 
but  it  is  no  matter,  thy  felf  upon  thy  felf!  The  common 
curfe  of  mankind,  foJly  and  ignorance,  be  thine  in  great 
revenue!  heaven  blefs  thee  from  a  tutor,  and  difcipline 
come  not  near  thee  !  Let  thy  blood  be  thy  direction  *till 
thy  death !  then  if  me  that  lays  thee  out  fays  thott  art  a 
fair  coarfe,  I'll  be  fworn  and  fworn  upon't  /he  never 
flirowded  any  but  Laxars  j  Amen!  Where's  A cbilles  ? 

Pat.  What,  art  thou  devout  ?  waft  thou  in  a  prajcr  ? 

Tber.  Ay,  the  heav'ns  hear  me! 

Enter  Acliilles. 

Acbil.  Who's  there  ? 

Pat.  Tberfites,  my  Lord. 

AchiU 
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Acbil.  Where,  where  ?  art  thou  come  ?  why,  mycheefe, 
my  digeflion  — —  why  haft  thou  not  ferved  thv  felf  up  to 
my  table,  fo  many  meals  ?  come,  what's  Agamemnon? 

Tber.  Thy  commander,  Achilles  5  then  tell  me, 
tlus,  what's  Achilles? 

Pat.  Thy  lord,  Tberfites:  then  tell  me,  I  pray  thee, 
what's  thy  felf? 

Tber.  Thy  knower,  Patroclus :  then  tell  me,  Patroclus, 
what  art  thou  ? 

Pat.  Thou  may'ft  tell,  that  know'ft. 

Acbil.  O  tell,  tell. 

Iber.  Til  derive  the  whole  queftion.  Agamemnon  com- 
inands  Achilla,  Achilles  is  my  lord,  I  am  Patroclus 's  knower, 
and  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Pat .  You  rafcal  — —  t 

Tber.  Peace,  fool,  I  have  not  done. 

Acbil.  He  is  a  privileged  man.   Proceed,  Tberfitei. 

Tber,  Agamemnon  is  a  fool,  Achilles  is  a  fool,  Tberfites  is 
a  fool,  and,  as  aforefaid,  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Acbil.  Derive  this $  come. 

c±ber.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command  Achilles^ 
Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of  Agamemnon,  Tberfitei 
is  a  fool  to  ferve  fuch  a  fool,  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool  pofi- 
tive. 

Pat.  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  to  thy  creator  j  it  fufHces  me 
thou  art. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Agamemnon,  UlyiTes,  Neftor,  Diomedes,  Ajax, 
and  Chalcas. 
Look  you,  who  comes  here  ? 

Acbil.  Patroclus,  I'll  fpeak  with  no  body  j  come  in  with 
me,  Tberjitrs,  [Exit. 

Ther.  Here  is  fuch  patchery,  fuchjugling,  and  fuch  kna- 
very :  all  the  argument  is  a  cuckold  and  a  whore,  a  good 
quarrel  to  draw  emulous  fadlions,  and  bleed  to  death  upon : 
Mow  the  dry  Serpigo  on  the  fubject !  and  war  and  lechery 
confound  all  !  [Exit* 
Aga.  Where  is  Achilles  ? 

Pat,  Within  his  tent,  but  ill  difpos'd,  my  Lord. 
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Aga'.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are  here* 
He  lent  us  meflengers,  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainments,  vifiting  of  him : 
Let  him  be  told  fo,  left  perchance  he.  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  queftion  of  our  place, 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Pat.  I  /hall  fo  fay  to  him.  [Exit* 

Ulyf  We  faw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent, 
He  is  not  fick. 

Ajax»  Yes  lion-lick,  fick  of  a  proud  heart:  you  may 
call  it  melancholy,  if  you  will  favour  the  man  5  but,  by 
my  head,  'tis  pride  ;  but  why,  why  ?  — —  let  him  mew 
us  the  caufe.    A  word,  my  Lord.  [To  Agamem, 

Ntfl.  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 

Ulyf.  Achilla  hath  inveigled  his  fool  from  him. 
Who?  Tberfites? 

Ufyf.  He. 

Nejl.  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  have  loft  his 
argument. 

Ulyf  No ,  you  fee  he  is  his  argument,  that  has  his  ar- 
gument, Achilles. 

Nejl.  All  the  better,  their  fraction  is  more  our  wifti 
than  their  faction  5  but  it  was  a  ftrong  counfel  that  a  fool 
could  difunite. 

Ulyf  The  amity  that  wifdom  knits  not,  folly  may 
cafily  untye. 

SCENE    VII.     Enter  Patrodus. 
Here  crimes  Patroclus. 

Ncft.  No  Achilles  with  him  ? 

Ulyf  The  elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for  coartefiej 
His  legs  are  for  necefiity,  not  flexure. 

Pat.  Achilles  bids  me  fay,  he  is  much  forry, 
If  any  thing  more  than  your  fport  and  plcafure, 
Did  move  your  greatnefs,  and  this  noble  ftate, 
To  call  on  him  ;  he  hopes  it  is  no  other, 
But  for  your  health  and  your  di^eftion-lake  $ 
An  after-dinner's  breath. 

Aga.  Hear  you,  Patroclus ; 
We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  thefe  anfwers : 
But  his  evafion  wing'd  thus  fvvift  with  fcorn, 

Canno* 
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Cannot  outflie  our  ap'prehenfions. 

Much  attribute  he  hath,  ,and  much  the  reafon  • 

Why  we  afcribe  it  to  him  5  yet  his  virtues 

(Not  virtuoully  on  his  own  part  beheld) 

Do  in  our  eyes  begin  to  lofe  their  glofs  5 

And  like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholeiome  difh, 

Are  like  to  rot  untafted    Go  and  tell  him, 

We  come  to  fpeak  with  him  5  you  mall  not  fin 

If  you  do  fay  we  think  him  over- proud, 

In  lelf-alTumplion  greater  than  in  note 

Of  judgment:  fay,  men  worthier  than  himfelf 

Here  tend  the  favage  ftrangenefs  he  puts  on, 

Difguife  the  holy  ftrength  of  their  command, 

And  undergo  in  an  obferving  kind 

His  humorous  predominance;  yea,  watch 

His  pettifh  lunes,  his  ebbs  and  flows  9  as  if 

The  palTage  and  whole  carriage  of  this  action 

Rode  on  his  tide*    Go  tell  him  this,  and  add, 

That  if  he  over- hold  his  price  fo  much, 

We'll  none  of  him  ;  but  let  him,  like  an  engine 

Not  portable,  lye  under  this  report, 

Bring  aEiion  bitber,  tbis  cant  go  to  war  : 

A  ftirring  dwarf  we  do  allowance  give, 

Before  a  fleeping  giant  5  teli  him  fo. 

Pat.  I  mail,  and  bring  his  anfwer  prefently*  [Exit. 

Aga.  In  fecqnd  voice  we'll  not  be  fatisfied  5 
We  come  to  fpeak  with  him.   UlyJJes,  enter.  [Exit  Ulyf. 

Ajax.  What  is  he  more  than  another  ? 

Aga.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is» 

Ajax.  Is  he  fo  much  ?  do  you  not  think  he  thinks  him- 
felf  a  better  man  than  I  am  ? 

Aga.  No  queftion. 

Ajax*  Will  you  fubferibe  his  thought,  and  fay  he  is  ? 

Aga.  No,  noble  Ajax,  you  are  as  ftrong,  as  valiant,  as 
wife,  no  lefs  noble,  much  more  gentle,  and  altogether 
xnore  tractable. 

Ajax.  Why  mould  a  man  be  proud  ?  how  doth  pride 
grow  ?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Aga.  Your  mind  is  clearer,  Ajax,  and  your  virtues 
the  fairer  j  h%  that  is  proud  ea;s  up  himfeif,  Pride  h  hi*  «*n 
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glafs,  his  own  trumpet,  his  own  chronicle ;  and  whatever 
praifcs  but  it  fclf  in  the  deed,  devours  the  deed  in  the 
praife, 

SCENE    VIII.     Enter  Ulyfles. 
Ajax*  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the  en^endrirg 
of  road-. 

Ntji.  Yet  he  loves  himfelf  \  is't  not  ftrange  ?  ♦ 
Ulyf.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to-morrow* 
Aga,  What's  his  exeufe? 
Ulyf,  He  doth  rely  on  none ; 
But  carries  on  the  ftrcam  of  his  difpofe, 
Without  obfervance  or  refpett  of  any, 
In  will  peculiar,  and  in  ieif-adrniiTion. 

Aga.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  requeft, 
Un- tent  his  perfon,  and  mare  the  air  with  us  ? 

Ulyf,  Tilings  (mall  as  nothing,  for  requeft's  fake  only, 
He  makes  important:  he's  pofTeft  with  greatnefs, 
And  fpeaks-not  to  himfelf,  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  felf-breath.    Imagin'd  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  fuch  fwoln  and  hot  difcourfe, 
!  That  "twixt  his  mental  and  his  active  parts, 
Kingdoxn'd  Achilla  in  commotion,  rages  v 
I  And  batters  down  himfelf  \  what  mould  I  fay  ? 
■  He  is  fo  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death  tokens 
:  Cry,  No  recovery, 

Aga,  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. 
Dear  Lord,  go  you  and  fcreet  him  in  the  tent  5 
'Tis  laid  he  holds  you  well,  and  will  be  led 
A^your  requeft  a  little  from  Mmfelf. 

Ulyf.  O,  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  fo. 
We'll  confecrate  tho  fteps  that  Ajax  makes, 
When  they  go  from  Achilles,    Shall  the  proud  Lord> 
That  baftes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  feam, 
i  And  never  fuffers  matters  of  the  world 
j  Enter  his  thoughts,  fave  fuch  as  do  revolve 
And  ruminate  himfelf,  mall' he  be  worihippM 
Qf  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  him  ? 
No,  this  thrice  worthy  and  right  valiant  Lord 
I  Mull  not  lb  ftalc  his  palm,  nobJy  acquired, 
I  Nor  by  my  will  aflubi'jgate  his  merit, 

Vol,  VIII,       '  Q_  At 
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As  amply  titled  as  Achilles'  is, 

By  going  to  Achilles :  for  that  were 

But  to  enlard  his  pride,  already  fat, 

And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer ,  when  he  burns 

With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 

This  Lord  go  to  him  ?  Jupiter  forbid, 

And  fay  in  thunder,  Achilles  go  to  him! 

Nrjl,  O,  this  is  well,  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him. 

Dio.  And  how  his  filence  drinks  up  this  applaufe! 

Ajax.  If  I  go  to  him — —with  my  armed  nft 
1*11  palh  him  o'er  the  face. 

Aga.  O  no,  you  mail  not  go. 

Ajax,  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  I'll  pheefe  his  pride  j 
Let  me  go  to  him. 

Ulyf.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  quarrel* 

Ajax.  A  paultry  infolent  fellow  — — 

Nft.  How  he  defcribes  himfelf  I 

Ajax.  Can  he  not  be  fociable  ? 

Vlyf.  The  raven  chides  blacknefs. 

Ajax,  I'll  let  his  humours  blood. 

Aga.  He'll  be  the  phyfician,  that  mould  be  the  patient 

Ajax.  An  all  men  were  o'my  mind  

Vlyf.  Wit  would  be  out  of  famion. 

Ajax.  He  mould  not  bear  it  fo,  he  mould  eat  fwordji 

firftr  mall  pride  carry  it  ? 

Neft.  An  'twould,  you'd  carry  half. 
Ulyf.  He  would  have  ten  maree. 

Ajax.  I  will  knead  him,  I'U  make  him  fupple,   i 

Neft.  He's  not  yet  through  warm,  force  him  withi 
praifes  j  pour  in,  pour  in  ;  his  ambition  is  dry. 

Ulyf.  My  Lcitd,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  diflike. 

Neft*  Our  noble  General,  do  not  do  fo. 

Dio.  You  muft  prepare  to  fight  without  Achilles. 

Ulyf.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  doth  him  harm.  ! 

Here  is  a  man  ~- —  but  'tis  before  his  face  . 

I  will  be  filent. 

Neft.  Wherefore  mould  you  fo  ? 
He  is  not  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

Utyf»  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  valiant. 

Ajax 
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Ajax.  A  whorfon  dog!  that  peters  thus  with  us— — 
Would  he  were  a  llrojan! 

Nefl,  What  a  vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now  — — 
Ufyf  If  he  were  proud ! 
Dio,  Or  covetous  of  praife! 
Vlyf.  Ay,  or  furly-born! 
Dio.  Or  ftrange,  or  felf- affected ! 
Ufyf  Thank  the  heav'ns,  Lond>  thou  art  of  fweet  com- 
pofure  ; 

Praife  him  that  got  thee,  her  that  gave  thee  fuck: 

Fam'd  be  thy  tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  nature 

Thrice  fam'd  beyond,  beyond  all.erudition ! 

But  he  that  difciplin'd  thy  arms  to  fight, 

Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain, 

And  give  him  half!  and  for  thy  ftrength  and  vigor> 

Bull-bearing  Milo  his  addition  yield 

To  fmewy  Ajax!  Y\\  not  praife  thy  wifdom, 

Which,  like  a  borne,  a  pale,  a  more,  confines 

Thy  fpacious  and  dilated  parts.    Here's  Nejior 

Inftru&ed  by  the  antiquary  times ; 

He  muft:,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wife : 

But  pardon,  father  Nejior,  were  your  days 

As  green  as  Ajax* ,  and  your  brain  fo  temper'd^ 

You  mould  not  have  the  eminence  of  him, 

But  be  as  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Shall  I  call  you  father  ? 

Ufyf.  Ay,  my  good  fon. 

Dio.  Be  rul'd  by  him,  Lord  AjaX. 

Ufyf,  There  is  ho  tarrying  here  ;  the  hart  Acbillti 
Keeps  thicket  J  pleafe  it  our  great  General 
To  call  together  all  his  ftate  of  war  ; 
Frefh  Kings  are  come  to  Troy  5  to-morrow,  friends, 
We  muft  with  all  our  main  of  pow'r*ftand  faft  : 
And  here's  a  Lord,  come  Knights  from  eaft  to  weft> 
And  cull  their  flow'r,  Ajax  mall  cope  the  beft. 

Aga.  Go  we  to  council,  let  Acbilks  fleep  $ 
Light  boats  &il  fwift,  though  greater  hulks  draw  deep. 

[Exeunt* 
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ACT   IIT.       SCENE  III. 
Parish  Apartment  in  the  Palace  in  Troy. 
Enter  Pandarus,  and  a  Servant.       [Mujick  within."] 
Pan,  fJsRIEND!  you!  pray  you,  a  word:  do  not  yo'a 
J/   follow  the  young  Lord  Paris  ? 
Ser.  Ay,  Sir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 
Pan.  You  do  depend  upon  him,  I  mean  ? 
Ser.  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  Lord. 
Pan.  You  depend  upon  a  noble  gentleman  :  I  mud  need^ 
praife  him. 

Ser.  The  Lord  be  praifed  ! 

Pan.  You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Ser.  'Faith,  Sir,  fuperficially. 

Pan.  Friend,  know  me  better,  I  am  the  Lord  Pandarus* 
Ser.  I  hope  I  mall  know  your  Honour  better. 
Pan.  I  do  defire  it. 
Ser.  Are  you  in  the  (tate  of  grace  ? 
Pan.  Grace?  not  fo,  friend:  Honour  and  Lord/hip  are 
What  muiiek  is  this  ?  [my  titles ; 

Ser,  I  do  but  partly  know,  Sir  ;  it  is  mufick  in  parts. 
Pan.  Know  you  the  muficians  ? 
Ser.  Wholly,  Sir. 
Pan.  Who  play  they  to  ? 
Ser.  To  the  hearers,  Sir. 
Pan.  At  whofe  pleafure,  friend  ? 
Ser.  At  mine,  Sir,  and  theirs  that  love  mufick. 
Pan.  Command,  I  mean,  friend. 
Ser.  Who  mail  I  command,  Sir  ? 

Pan,  Friend,  we  underftand  not  one  snot  her  :  J  am  too 
courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning.  At  whofe  reciueft.  do 
thefe  men  play  I 

Ser.  That's  to't  indeed,  Sir  3  marry,  Sir,  at  the  requeft 
of  Paris  my  Lord,  who's  there  in  perfon  5  with  him  the 
mortal  Venus ,  the  heart- blood  of  beautv,  love's  vifible 

tml 

Pan.  Who  ?  my  coufin  Crejpda  ? 

Ser.  No,  Sir,  Helen  j  could  you  not  find  out  that  by  her 
attributes  ? 

Pan.  It  fliould  teem,  fellow,  that  thou  haft  not  feen  the 

Lady 
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Lady  Crejfida.  I  come  to  fpeak  with  Paris  from  the  Prince 
Vroilus :  I  will  make  a  complementai  alTault  upon  him,  for 
my  bufinefs  feethes. 

<5V.  Sodden  bufinefs!  there's  a  ftew'd  phrafe  indeed. 
SCENE  II. 
Enter  Paris  and  Helen,  attended. 

Tan.  Fair  be  to  you,  my  Lord,  and  to  all  this  fair  com- 
pany !  fair  defires  in  all  fair  meafure  fairly  guide  them  ; 
cfpecially  to  you,  fair  Q>;een,  fair  thoughts  be  your  fair 
pillow  1 

Helen.  Dear  Lord,  you  are  full  of  fair  words. 

Pan.  You  fpeak  your  fair  pleafure,  fweet  Queen :  fair 
Prince,  here  is  good  broken  mufick. 

Par.  You  have  broken  it,  coufin,  and,  by  my  life,  you 
mail  make  it  whole  again  $  you  mall  piece  it  out  with  a 
piece  of  your  performance.    Nell,  he  is  full  of  harmony. 

Pan.  Truly,  Lady,  no. 

Helen.  O,  Sir  

Pan.  Rude,  in  footh ;  in  good  footh,  very  rude. 

Par.  Well  faid,  my  Lord  ;  well,  you  fay  fo  in  fits. 

Pan.  1  have  bufinefs  to  my  Lord,  dear  Queen  ;  my  Lord, 
will  you  vouchfafe  me  a  word  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  this  mall  not  hedge  us  out,  we'll  hear  you 
fing  certainly. 

Pan.  Well,  fweet  Queen,  you  are  pleafant  with  me : 
but,  marry  thus,  my  Lord  ;  my  dear  Lord  and  moil 
cfteemed  friend  your  brother  Troilus 

Helen.  My  Lord  Pandarus,  honey- fweet  Lordt 
(  Pan.  Go  to,  fweet  Queen,  go  to  — — 
Commends  himfelf  moft  affectionately  to  you. 

Helen.  You  mall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody  :  if  you 
do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head  ! 

Pan.  Sweet  Queen,  fweet  Queen,  that's  a  fweet  Queen, 
i'faith:  and  to  make  a  fweet  Lady  fad,  is  a  fowcr  offence. 

Helen.  Nay,  that  fhall  not  ferve  your  turn,  that  mail  it 
not  in  truth  la.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  fuch  words,  no, 
no  

Pan.  And,  my  Lord,  he  defires  you,  that  if  the  King 
Call  for  him  at  i'upper,  you  will  make  his  cxcule, 
lUUn%  My  Lord  Pandarus  — — 
0^3 
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Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen  ?  my  very  ver-y  fweet 
Queen  ? 

Par,  What  exploit's  in  hand,  where'fups  he  to-night  ? 
Helen,  Nay,  but  my  Lord  — — 

Pan,  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen  ?  my  coufm  will  fall 
out  with  you        You  muft  know  where  he  fu'ps. 

Par.  I'll  lay  my  life,  with  my  difpofer  Crejfida, 

Pan,  No,  no,  no  fuch  matter,  you  are  wide  3  come, 
your  difpofer  is  fick. 

Par.  Well,  I'll  make  excufe. 

Pan.  Ay,  my  gond  Lord  ;  why  mould  you  fay  Creffida  ? 
no,  your  poor  difpofer' s  lick. 
Par.  I  fpy  

Pan.  You  fpy  ?  what  do  you  fpy  ?  come,  give  me  an 
inftrument  now,  fweet  Queen. 

Helen.  Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  neice  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing  ycu 
have,  fweet  Queen. 

Helen,  She  Ihall  have  it,  my  Lord,  if  it  be  not  my  Lord 
Paris, 

Pan,  He  ?  no,  fhe'll  none  o'  him,  they  two  are  twain, 
Heler.  Falling  in  after  falling  cut  may  make  them  three. 
Pan.  Come,  come,  I'll  hear  no  more  of  this.   I'll  ling 
you  a  fong  now. 

Helen.  Ay,  ay,  pr'thee  now  ;  by  my  troth,  fweet  Lord, 
thou  haft  a  fine  fore -head. 

Pan.  Ay,  you  may,  you  may  ■■■■■■ 
Helen.  Let  thv  fong  be  love:  this  love  will  undo  us  all* 
Oh,  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid  I 

Pan.  Love!  ay,  that  it  mall,  i'faith. 

Par.  Ay,  good  now,  love,  love,  nothing  but  love* 

Pan,  In  good  troth  it  begins  fo. 

Love,  love,  nothing  but  love,  fill  more : 

For,  0,  lovers  bow 

Shoots  buck  and  doe  : 

'The  fhaft  confounds 

Not  that  it  wounds, 

But  tickles  flill  the  fore  : 

Tbefe  lovers  cry,  oh  ob  they  die  t 

T-ety  thai  which  feems  the  wound  to  kill, 

...       ...       -r  ,    ■  .  Z>0/£ 
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Doth  turn,  oh  oh,  to  ha  ha  he  : 

So  dying  love  lives  JIM, 

0  bo  a  ?v bile,  but  ha  ha  ha  5 

0  bo  groans  out  for  ba  ba  ba  —  bey  ho  ! 

Helen,  In  love  i'faith  to  the  very  tip  of  the  nofe ! 
Par.  He  eats  nothing  but  doves,  love,  and  that  breeds 
hot  blood,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot  thoughts,  and  hot 
thoughts  beget  hot  deeds,  and  hot  deeds  are  love. 

Pan.  Is  this  the  generation  of  love  ?  hot  blood,  hot 
thoughts,  and  hot  deeds  ?  why,  they  are  vipers  5  is  love  a 
generation  of  vipers  ?  Sweet  Lord,  who's  afield  to-day  ? 

Par.  Hector,  Deipbobus,  Helenus,  Antenor,  and  all  the 
gallantry  of  Troy.  I  would  fain  have  arm'd  to-day,  but 
my  Nell  would  not  have  it  fo»  How  chance  my  brother 
Troilus  went  not  ? 

Helen,  He  hangs  the  lip  at  fomething ;  you  know  all, 
Lord  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Not  I,  honey -fweet  Queen:  I  long  to  hear  how 
thev  fned  to-day.  You'll  remember  your  brother's  excufe  ? 
Par.  To  a  hair. 
Pan.  Farewel,  fweet  Queen. 
Helen.  Commend  me  to  your  neice. 
Pan,  I  will,  fweet  Queen.      [Exit.    Sound  a  Retreat* 
Par.  They're  come  from  field  ;  let  us  to  Priamy%  hall, 
To  greet  the  warriors.    Helen,  I  muft  woo  you 
To  help  unarm  our  Heclor  ;  his  ftubborn  buckles, 
With  thefe  your  white  inchanting  fingers  toucht, 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  fteel, 
Or  force  of  Greekijb  finews :  you  mall  do  more 
Than  all  the  iflmd  Kings,  difarm  great  Heclor, 

Helen.  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  his  feivant,  Parts: 
Yea,  what  he  mail  receive  of  us  in  duty 
Gives  us  more  palm  in  beauty  than  we  have, 
Yea, .over- mines  our  felf.  v 

Par.  Sweet,  above  thought  I  love  thee.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    III.  Pandarus'iOfW. 
Enter  Pandarus,  and  Troilus's  Man, 
Pan.  Now,  where's  thy  matter  ?  at  my  cowdnCreJftda's? 
Ser,  No,  Sir,  he  ftays  for  you  to  conduct  him  thirhor. 


Enter 
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Enter  Troilus. 

"Pan.  O,  here  he  comes ;  how  now,  how  now  ? 

Troi,  Sirrah,  walk  off.  [To  the  Servant* 

Pan.  Have  you  feen  my  coufin  ? 

Troi.  No,  Pandarus;  I  flaJk  about  her  door 
Like  a  ftrange  foul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
Staying  for  waftage.    O  be  thou  my  Charon,  , 
And  give  me  l'wifc  tranfportance  to  thofe  fields, 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  lilly  beds 
Propos*d  for  the  dcferver !  Gentle  Pandarus, 
From  Cupid's  moulder  pluck  his  painted  wings, 
And  fly  with  me  to  Crejfid, 

Pan,  Walk  here  i'th'  orchard,  I  will  bring  her  ftraighr* 

[Exit  Pandarus* 

Troi.  I'm  giddy ;  expectation  whirls  me  round, 
TV  imaginary  relifn  is  fo  fweet, 
That  it  inchants  my  fenfe  ;  what  will  it,  be 
When  that  the  watry  palate  taftes  indeed 
I^ove's  thrice  reputed  ne&ar  ?  death,  I  fear  me  j 
Swooning  deftruclion,  or  fome  joy  too  fine, 
Too  fubtile,  potent,  and  too  fharp  in  fweetnefs, 
For  the  capacity  of  my  rude  powers  j 
I  fear  it  much,  and  I  do  fear  befides 
That  I  mall  lcfe  diftinclion  in  my  joys, 
As  doth  a  battel  when  they  charge  on  heap* 
The  flying  enemy. 

Re- enter  Pandarus. 

Pan,  She's  making  her  ready,  flie'll  come  ftraight;  you 
muft  be  Witty  now.  She  does  fo  blufh,  and  fetches  her 
wind  fo  Ihort,  as  if  me  were  'fraid  with  a  fprite :  I'll  bring 
her.  It  is  the  prettier!  villain,  fhe  fetches  her  breath  as 
Ihort  as  a  new-ta'en  fparrow.  [Exit  Pandarus, 

Troi.  Ev'n  fuch  a  paflion  doth  embrace  my  bofom : 
My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  fev'rous  pulfe, 
And  all  my  pow'rs  do  their  bellowing  lofe, 
Like  valTalage  at  unawares  encountring 
The  eye  of  Majefty. 

SCENE    IV.     Entdr  Pandarus  WCreffida. 

Pan.  Come,  come;  what  need  you  blum  ?  Shame's  a 
baby.  Hers  fhe  is  now  s  fwear  the  oaths  now  to  her,  that 

you 
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you  have  fworn  to  rr.e.  What,  are  you  gone  again  ?  you 
muft  be  watch'd  ere  you  be  made  tame,  mull  you  ?  come 
your  ways,  come  your  ways  5  if  you  draw  backward  we'll 
put  you  *  i'  ch'  files :  Why  do  you  not  fpeak  to  her  ?  Come 
draw  tiiis  curtain  and  let's  fee  your  picture.  Alas  the  day, 
how  loth  you  are  to  offend  day-light !  an  'twere  dark  you'd 
clofe  fooner.  So,  fo,  rub  on,  and  kifs  thy  rniftrefs;  how 
now,  a  kifs  in  fee- farm  ?  build  there,  carpenter,  the  air 
is  fweet.  Nay,  you  mail  fight  your  hearts  out  ere  I  part 
you.  The  faulcon  as  good  as  the  tercel,  for  all  the  ducks 
i'th'  river:  go  to,  go  to, 

Trot,  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  word?,  Lady, 

Pan.  Words  pay  no  debts,  give  her  deeds:  but  fhe'll 
bereave  you  of  deeds  too,  if  (lie  call  your  activity  in  ques- 
tion:  what,  billing  again?  here's  in  witnefi  id hereof  t be 

parties  interchangeably  come  in,  conic  in,  I'll  go  get 

a  fire.  [Exit  Pandarus. 

Cre.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  Lord  ? 

Troi,  O  CreJJida,  how  often  have  I  wi/ht  me  thus! 

Cre.  Wifht,  my  Lord  !  The  Gods  grant — O,  my  Lord! 

Troi.  What  mould  they  grant  ?  what  makes  this  pretty 
abruption  ?  what  dreg  efpies  my  too  curious  iweet  Lady  in 
the  fountain  of  our  love  ? 

Cre.  More  dregs  than  water,  if  my  fears  have  eyes, 

Troi.  Fears  make  devils  of  cherubims,  they  never  fee 
truly. 

Cre.  Blind  fear,  which  feeing  reafon  leads,  finds  fafer 
footing  than  blind  reafon  ^tumbling  without  fear.  To  fear 
the  worft,  oft  cures  the  worft. 

Troi.  O  let  my  Lady  apprehend  no  fear,  in  all  Cupid's 
pageant  there  is  prefented  no  mbnfter  ? 

Cre.  Nor  nothing  monftrous  neither  ? 

Troi.  Nothing  but  our  undertakings,  when  we  vow  to 
weep  feas,  live  m  fire,  eat  rocks,  tame  tygers  }  thinking 
it  harder  for  our  miftrefs  to  devife  impofition  enough,  than 
for  us  to  undergo  any  difficulty  impofed.  This  is  the  mon- 
itrofity  in  love,  Lady,  that  the  will  is  infinite,  and  the 

*  Alluding  to  the  cuftom  of  nutting  the  men  fufpected  of  cowar- 
dice in  the  middle  places. 

execution 
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execution  ccnfin'd  )  that  the  defire  is  boundlefs,  and  the 
aft  a  flave  to  limit. 

Cre.  They  fay  all  lovers  fwear  more  performance  than 
they  are  able,  and  yet  referve  an  ability  that  they  never 
perform  :  vowing  more  than  the  perfection  of  ten  j  and 
difcharging  lefs  than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They  that 
have  the  voice  of  lions,  and  the  act  of  hares,  are  they  not 
monfters  ? 

Troi.  Are  there  fuch  ?  fuch  are  not  we :  praife  us  as  we 
are  tafted,  allow  us  as  we  prove:  our  head  mall  go  bare, 
'till  merit  crown  it  5  no  perfection  in  reverfion  mall  have  a 
praife  in  prefent  j  we  will  not  name  defert  before  his  birth, 
and  being  born,  his  addition  mail  be  humble  5  few  words  to 
fair  faith.  Troilus  mall  be  fuch  to  Crejfida,  as  what  envy- 
can  fay  wo r ft  mall  be  a  mock  'fore  his  truth;  and  what 
truth  can  fpeak  trueft,  not  truer  than  Troilus. 

Cre,  Will  you  walk  in,  my  Lord  ? 

SCENE    V.     Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan,  What,  bluftiing  ftill  ?  have  you  not  done  talking 
yet? 

Cre.  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I  dedicate  to  you. 

Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that  5  if  my  Lord  get  a  boy  of 
you,  you'll  give  him  me  j  be  true  to  my  Lord  3  if  he 
flinch,  chide  me  for  it. 

Troi.  You  know  now  your  hoftages :  your  uncle's  word 
and  my  firm  faith. 

Pan.  Nay,  I'll  give  my  word  for  her  too  5  our  kindred, 
though  they  be  long  ere  they  are  woo'd,  th,ey  are  conftant 
being  won :  they  are  burrs,  I  can  tell  you,  they'll  (tick 
where  they  are  thrown. 

Cre.  Boldnefs  comes  to  me  now,  and  brings  me  heart  i 
Prince  Troilus,  I  have  lov'd  you  night  and  day, 
For  many  weary  months. 

Troi.  Why  was  my  CreJJid  then  fo  hard  to  win  ? 

Cre.  Hard  to  feem  won :  but  I  was  won,  my  Lord, 
With  the  firft  glance  that  ever  —  pardon  me  — 
If  I  confefs  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant: 
I  love  you  now,  but  not  'till  now  fo  much 
But  I  might  mafter  it  —  in  faith  I  lie  — 
My  thoughts  were  like  unbridled  children,  grown 
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Too  head-ftrong  for  their  mother  j  fee,  we  fools! 

Why  have  I  blabb'd  ?  who  lhall  be  true  to  us 

When  we  are  fo  unfccret  to  our  felves  ? 

But  though  I  lovM  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not, 

And  yet  good  faith  I  wilht  my  felf  a  man ; 

Or  that  the  women  had  mens  privilege 

Of  fpeaking  firft.    Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue, 

For  in  this  rapture  I  mall  fureiy  (peak 

The  thing  I  mall  repent  J  fee,  fee,  your  filence 

(Cunning  in  dumbnefs)  from  my  weaknefs  draws 

My  very  foul  of  counfel.    Stop  my  mouth. 

Troi.  And  lhall,  albeit  fweet  mufick  iffues  thence. 

Pan.  Pretty,  i'faith. 

Cre.  My  Lord,  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me  ; 
'Twas  not  my  purpofe  thus  to  beg  a  kifs : 
I  am  afliam'd  $  —  O  heav'ns,  what  have  I  done !  — 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  Lord. 

Troi.  Your  leave,  fweet  CreJJid  ? 

Pan.  Leave!  an  you  take  leave 'till  to-morrow- morning— 

Cre.  Pray  you,  content  you. 

Trot,  What  offends  you,  Lady  ? 

Cre.  Sir,  mine  own  company. 

Troi,  You  cannot  fhun  your  felf. 

Cre.  Let  me  go  try  : 
I  have  a  kind  of  /elf  refides  with  you  : 
But  an  unkind  felf,  that  it  felf  will  leave, 
To  be  another's  fool.    Where  is  my  wit? 
I  would  be  gone :  I  fpeak  I  know  not  what. 

Troi.  Well  know  they  what  they  fpeak,  that  fpeak  fo 
wifely. 

Cre,  Perchance,  my  Lord,  I  mew  more  craft  than  love, 
And  fell  fo  roundly  to  a  large  confelhon, 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts:  but  you  are  wife, 
A  fign  you  love  not:  To  be  wife  and  love, 
Exceeds  man's  might,  and  dwells  with  God?  above. 

Troi,  O  that  I  thoughc  it  could  be  in  a  woman, 
(As,  if  it  can,  I  will  preiume  in  you,) 
To  feed  for  ay  her  lamp  and  Marries  of  love, 
To  keep  her  conftancy  in  plight  and  youth, 

*  Oat- 
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Out- living  beauties  outward,  with  a  mind 

That  doth  renew  fwifter  than  blood  decays ! 

Oh  that  perfwafion  could  but  thus  convince  me  ? 

That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 

Might  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  weight 

Of  fuch  a  winnow' d  purity  in  love : 

How  were  I  then  up-lifted  !  but  alas, 

I  am  as  true  as  truth's  fimplicity, 

And  fimpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth* 

Cre.  In  that  I'll  war  with  you. 

Troi.  O  virtuous  fight ! 
True  fwains  in  love  mall  in  the  world  to  come 
Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus ;  when  their  rhyme.*, 
Full  of  proteft,  of  oath,  and  big  compare, 
Want  fimilies  ;  truth  tired  with  iteration, 
As  true  as  ftcel,  as  plantage  *  to  the  moon, 
As  fun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate, 
As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  th*  center : 
Vet  after  all  comparifons  of  truth, 
As  truth's  authentick  author  to  be  cited 
As  true  as  Troilus  mall  crown  up  the  verfs 
And  fanutifie  the  numbers. 

Cre%  Prophet  may  you  be! 
If  I  be  falfe,  or  fwerve  a  hair  from  truth, 
When  time  is  old,  and  hath  forgot  it  felf, 
When  water-drops  have  worn  the  (tones  of  Troy, 
And  blind  oblivion  iwallow'd  cities  up, 
And  mighty  iiates  characlerlefs  are  grated 
To  dufty  nothing  j  yet  Jet  memory, 
From  falfe  to  falfe,  among  falfe  maids  in  love. 
Upbraid  my  falfehood  3  when  they've  fa:d  as  falfe 
As  aij^  as  water,  wind,  as  fandy  earth  ; 
As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf  3 
Pard  to  the  hind,  or  Hep- dame  to  her  fon  ; 
Yea  let  them  fay,  to  flick  the  heart  of  falfehood, 

As  felfe as  Cr$d.  

*  It  was  heretofore  the  prevailing  opinion  that  the  produftion 
and  growth  of"  Plants  depended  much  upon  the  influences  of  the 
Moon :  and  the  rules  and  directions  given  for  lowing-,  planting-, 
grafting,  pruning,  had  reference  generally  to  the  chajiges,  the 
latreafe,  or  waking  of  the  Moon* 

Pan, 
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Pan,  Go  to,  a  bargain  made:  feal  it,  feal  it,  I'll  be 
the  witnefs.  Here  I  hold  your  hand  y  here  my  couhVs ; 
if  ever  you  prove  falfe  to  one  another,  fince  I  have  taken 
inch  pains  to  bring  you  together,  let  all  pitiful  goers-  be- 
tween be  called  to  the  world's  end  after  my  name  ;  call 
them  all  Pandars :  let  all  inconftant  men  be  Trc;!us,s)  all 

He  women  Crefiidas,  and  all  brokers- between  Pandart  : 
fay  Amen. 

Troi.  Amen! 

Cre.  Amen! 

Pan,  Amen !  Whereupon  I  will  mew  you  a  chamber 
with  a  bed  5  which  bed,  becaufe  it  mall  not  fpeak  of  your 
pretty  encounters,  preis  it  to  death  :  away. 
And  Cupid  grant  all  tongue- tyM  maidens  here, 
Bed,  chamber,  Pandar  to  provide  this  geer!  [F.xcu+it* 

SCENE    VI.     The  Grecian  Camp. 
Enter  Agamemnon,  Ulyfles,  Diomedes,  Neftor,  Menelaus, 
and  Calchas. 

Cal.  Now,  Princes,  for  the  iervice  I  have  done  you, 

Th'  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 

To  call  for  recompence  :  appear  it  to  you 

That,  through  the  fight  I  bear  in  things  to  come, 

I  have  abandon'd  Troy,  left  my  polTefiion, 

Incurr'd  a  traitor's  name,  expos'd  my  felf, 

From  ceitain  and  pofleft  conveniencies, 

To  doubtful  fortunes ;  fequeftred  from  all 

That  time,  acquaintance,  cuftom,  and  condition, 

Made  J:ame  and  moft  familiar  to  my  nature: 

And  here  to  do  you  Iervice  am  become 

As  new  into  the  world,  ftrange,  unacquainted. 

I  do  befeech  you,  as  in  way  of  tufte, 

To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit, 

Out  of  thofe  many  regiftred  in  promife, 

Which  you  fay  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Aga,  What  wouldft  thou  of  us,  Trojan?  make  demmi* 
Cal.  You  have  a  Trojan  prifoner,  cali'd  Antenor% 

Ycfterday  took :  Troy  holds  htm  very  dear. 

Oft  have  you,  (often  have  you  thanks  therefore) 

Delif'd  my  CrcJJid  in  right  great  exchange, 

Whom  Troy  hath  ftill  deny'd :  but  this  Antmr 
-    Vol.  Via,  K 
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I  know,  is  fuch  a  reft  in  their  affairs, 
That  their  negotiations  all  mult  flack, 
Wanting  his  manage  ;  and  they  will  almofi: 
Give  us  a  Prince  o'  th'  blood,  a  Ton  of  Priam, 
In  change  of  him.    Let  him  be  fent,  great  Princes, 
And  he  mall  buy  my  daughter  :  and  her  prefence 
Shall  quite  {hike  off  all  fervice  I  have  done, 
In  moft  accepted  pay. 

Aga,  Let  Diomede  bear  him, 
And  bring  us  Craffid  hither :  Calcbas  ihall  have 
What  he  requefts  of  us.    Good  Diomede, 
Furnim  you  fairly  for  this  enterchange  5 
Withall,  bring  word  if  HeEior  will  to-morrow 
Be  anfwer'd  in  his  challenge.    Ajax  is  ready. 

Dio.  This  mall  I  undertake,  and  'tis  a  burthen 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.  [Exit* 
SCENE  VII. 
Achilles  and  Patroclus,  appear  before  their  Tent, 

Vlyj.  Achilles  llands  i'th'  entrance  of  his  tent  5 
Pleaie  it  our  General  to  pafs  ftrangely  by  him, 
As  if  he  were  forgot ;  and  Princes  all, 
Lay  negligent  and  loofe  regard  upon  him : 
I  will  come  laft,  rtis  like  he'll  quefticn  me, 
Why  fuch  unphufive  eyes  are  bent  on  him. 
If  fo,  I  have  decifion  medicinable 
To  ufe  between  your  itrangeneis  and  his  pride, 
Which  his  own  will  mail  have  defire  to  nrink. 
It  may  do  good :  Pride  hath  no  other  glafs 
To  mew  itfelf,  but  pride  ;  for  fupp'e  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees. 

Aga,  We1 11  execute  your  purpofe,  and  put  on 
A  form  of  ftrangenefs  as  we  pafs  along  j 
So  do  each  Lord,  and  either  greet  him  not, 
Or  elfe  difdainfully,  which  mall  make  him  more 
Than  if  not  look'd  on.    I  will  lead  the  way. 

Acbil.  What,  comes  the  General  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 
You  know  my  mind.    I'll  fight  no  more  'gainft  Troy  f 

Aga.  What  fays  Achilla  f  would  he  ought  with  us  ? 

Neft.  Would  you,  my  Lord,  ought  with  the  General  ?  I 

AcbiU  No, 

I 
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Neft.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

A«a.  The  better. 

Acbil.  Good  day,  good  day. 

Men.  How  do  you  ?  how  do  you  ? 

Achtl.  What,  does  the  cuckold  fcorn  me  ? 

Ajax,  How  now,  Patroclus? 

Achtl.  Good  morrow,  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Ha  ? 

Achil,  Good  morrow. 

Ajax.  Ay,  and  good  next  day  too.  [Exeunt* 
Acbil.Whzt  mean  thefe  fellows  ?  know  they  not  Achilla  1 
Pat,  They  pafs  by  ftrangely :  they  were  ufe  to  bend, 
To  fend  their  fmiles  before  them  to  Achilles, 
To  come  as  humbly  as  they  us'd  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

Achtl,  What,  am  I  poor  of  late  ? 
'Tis  certain,  Greatnefs  once  fall'n  out  with  fortune 
Muft  fall  out  with  men  too :  what  the,  declin'd  is, 
He  mall  as  foon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others, 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall:  for  .men,  like  butterflies, 
Shew  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  fummer ; 
And  not  a  man,  for  being  fimply  man, 
Hath  honour,  but  is  honour'd  by  thofe  honouri 
That  are  without  him;  as  place,  riches,  favour. 
Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit: 
Which  when  they  fall,  as  being  flipp'ry  ftanders, 
(The  love  that  lean'd  on  them,  as  flipp'ry  too,) 
Do  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 
Die  in  the  fall.    But  'tis  not  fo  with  mes 
Fortune  and  I  are  friends,  I  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  polfefs, 
Save  thefe  men's  looks,  who  do  methinks  find  out 
Something  in  me  not  worth  that  lich  beholding 
As  they  have  often  giv'n.    Here  is  Ulyjfet! 
I'll  interrupt  his  reading.  —  Now,  U/yJfes! 
Ulyf.  Now,  Thetis'  fon ! 
AchiL  What  are  you  reading  ? 
Ulyf.  A  ftrange  fellow  here 
Writes  me,  that  Man,  how  dearly  ever  parted,  • 
*  That  is,  bow  valuable  Joever  bis  parts  are. 
&  R  2  How 
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How  much  in  Having,  or  without  or  in, 
Cannot  make  boaft  to  have  that  which  he  hath, 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,  but  by  reflection  j 
As  when  his  virtues  mining  upon  others 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  firll  giver, 

Acbil.  This  is  not  Grange,  Ulyffet. 
The  beauty  that  is  born  here  in  the  face 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  it  commends  it  felf 
To  others  eyes :  nor  doth  the  eye  it  felf 
(That  mo  ft  pure  fpirit  of  fenfe)  behold  it  fcif 
Not  going  from  itlelf,  but  eyes  oppos'd 
Salute  each  other  with  each  others  form. 
For  fpeculation  turns  not  to  it  felf, 
'Till  it  hath  travell'd,  and  is  marry'd  there 
Where  it  may  fee  it  felf;  this  is  not  ftrange, 

U/yf.  I  do  not  ftrain  at  the  pofition, 
It  is  familiar  ;  but  the  author's  drift  5 
Who  in  his  circumftance  exprefly  proves 
That  no  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing, 
(Tho'  in  and  of  him  there  is  much  confifting) 
'Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others: 
Nor  doth  he  of  himlelf  know  them  for  ought, 
'Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  th'  applaufe 
Where  they're  extended  ;  which  like  an  arch  reverberates 
The  voice  again,  or  like  a  gate  of  fteel 
Fronting  the  fun,  receives  and  renders  back 
His  figure  and  his  heat.    I  was  much  rapt 
In  this  I  read,  and  apprehended  here 
Immediately  the  unknown  .^'ax  :  heavens! 
What  a  man's  there  ?  a  very  horfe,  that  has 
He  knows  not  what:  in  nature  what  things  there  are 
Moft  abjecl:  in  regard,  and  dear  in  ufe  I 
What  things  again  moft  dear  in  the  efteem, 
And  poor  in  worth  !  now  iliall  we  fee  to-morrow, 
An  a£  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him. 
Aiax  renown' d  !  O  heavens,  what  fome  men  do, 
While  fome  men  leave  to  do !  s 
How  fome  men  fleep  in  ikittifh  fortune's  hall, 
While  others  play  the  idiots  in  her  eyes : 

How 


Troilus  and  Creflida.  193 

How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pride, 
While  pride  is  feafting  in  his  wantonnefs ! 
•To  fee  thefe  Grecjan  Lords !  why,  ev'n  already 
They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  iTioulder, 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  HeEIor's  breaft, 
And  great  Troy  fhrinking. 

Acbil.  This  I  do  believe  : 
They  pafs'd  by  me,  as  mifers  do  by  beggars, 
Neither  gave  to  me  good  word  nor  good  look : 
What,  are  my  deeds  forgot  ? 

Ufyf.  Time  hath,  my  Lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back, 
Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  obiivion, 
A  great-fizM  monfter  of  ingratitude. 
Thofe  fcraps  are  good  deeds  pair,  which  are  devour'd 
As  fail  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  loon 
As  done  :  perfeverance  keeps  honour  bright : 
To  have  drnie,  is  to  hang  quite  out  of  faihion, 
Like  rufty  Mail  in  monumental  mockery. 
For  honour  travels  in  a  ftreight  fo  narrow, 
Where  one  but  goes  a-breaft  :  keep  then  the  path  : 
For  Emulation  hath  a  thou  fa nd  fons, 
That  one  by  one  purfue  j  if  you  give  way 
Or  turn  afide  from  tho  direct  forth- right, 
Like  to  an  entred  tide  they  all  rufh  by, 
And  leave  you  hindermoft  ;  and  there  you  lie, 
Like  to  a  gallant  horfe  fallTn  in  firfl:  rank, 
For  pavement  to  the  abject  rear,  o'er-  run 
And  trampled  on  :  Then  what  they  do  in  prefent, 
Tho'  lefs  than  yours  in  pad,  much  o'er-top  yours. 
For  time  is  like  a  falliionable  hoft, 
That  fltghtly  fhakes^his  parting  gueft  by  th*  hand  ; 
B  it  with  his  arms  out- fire  tch'd,  as  he  would  fly, 
Grafps  the  in- comer  ;  Welcome  ever  fmilcs, 
And  Farewel  goes  out  nghing.    Let  not  virtue 
Seek  remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was. 
For  beauty,  wit,  high  birfh,  defert  in  fervice, 
Love,  friendihip,  charity,  are  fubjedts  ail 
To  envious  and  calumniating  time. 
One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin  5 
That  all  with  one  confent  praife  new-born  gaudes, 

K  3  Tho' 
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Tho1  they  are  made  and  molded  of  things  paft> 

And  give  to  duft  that  is  a  little  gilt 

More  laud  than  they  will  give  to  gold  o'er-dufted. 

The  prefent  eye  praifes  the  prefent  objeel:. 

Then  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  compleat  man, 

That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  worjhip  Ajax  j 

.Since  things  in  motion  fboner  catch  the  eye, 

Than  w  hat  not  ftirs.    The  cry  went  once  for  thee, 

And  flill  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  again, 

Jf  thou  would'H  not  entomb  thy  felf  alive, 

And  cafe  thy  reputation  in  thy  tent ; 

Whole  glorious  deeds  but  in  thefe  fields  of  late 

JVIade  emulous  millions  'mongft  the  Gods  themfelvcs^ 

And  drave  great  Mars  to  faction. 

Achil.  Of  my  privacy 
I  have  ftrong  reafbns. 

Ulyf.  'Gainrt  your  privacy 
The  rcafons  are  more  potent  and  heroical. 
*Tis  known,  Achilles ,  that  yt>u  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  daughters. 

AchiL  Ha  !  fay  you  known ! 

Ulyf,  Is  that  a  wonder  ? 
The  providence  that's  in  a  watchful  ftate, 
Knows  almoft  every  grain  of  Pluto's  gold  ; 
Finds  bottom  in  th*  uncomprehenfive  deep  j 
Keeps  pace  with  thought;  and  almoft:  like  the  Gods 
Does  even  our  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  cradles. 
There  is  a  myftery  (with  which  relation 
Durft  never  meddle)  in  the  foul  of  (late  j 
Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine 
Than  breath  or  pen  can  give  expreiTure  to. 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troy 
As  perfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  Lord. 
And  better  would  it  fit  Achilles  much, 
To  throw  down  Heeler,,  than  Polyxena. 
But  it  muft  grieve  young  Pyrrbus  now  at  home, 
When  fame  fhall  in  his  ifiand  found  her  trun  p, 
And  all  the  Grtckifh  girls  fhall  tripping  fing, 
Great  Hector's  f-fier  did  Achilles  win, 
Sut  our  great  Ajax  bravely  beat  down  Hector. 
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Farewel,  my  Lord  —  I,  as  your  lover,  fpeak  5 
The  fool  Aides  o'er  the  ice  that  you  mould  break.  [Exit* 
SCENE  VIII. 

Pat,  To  this  effect,  Acbillet,  have  I  mov'd  you  5 
A  woman,  impudent  and  mannifh  grown, 
Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  act.    I  ftand  condemn*  d  for  this  5 
They  think  my  little  ftomach  to  the  war, 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  re/train  you  thus. 
Oh,  roufe  your  felf !  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloofe  his  am'rous  fold, 
And  like  a  dew- drop  from  the  lion's  mane, 
Be  /hook  to  air. 

Acbil.  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  J&tfor/  — - 

Pat.  Ay,  and  perhaps  receive  much  honour  by  him,  * 

Acbil.  I  fee  my  reputation  is  at  ftake, 
My  fame  is  fhrewdly  gor"dt 

Pat,  O  then  beware : 
Thofe  wounds  heal  ill  that  men  do  give  themfelves  3 
Omiflion  to  do  what  is  necefi'ary 
Seals  a  commifiion  to  a  blank  of  danger  j 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  fubtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  fit  idly  in  the  fun. 

Acbil.  Go  call  Tberjites  hither,  fweet  Patroclui  5 
1*11  fend  the  fool  to  Ajax,  and  defire  him 
T'  invite  the  Trojan  Lords,  after  the  combat. 
To  fee  us  here:  I  have  a  woman's  longing, 
An  appetite  that  I  am  fick  withal, 
To  fee  great  Hecfor  in  the  weeds  of  peace, 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  vifage, 
Ev'n  to  my  full  of  view.. — A  labour  favM!  v 
SCENE    IX,     Enter  Therfitet. 

*Tber.  A  wonder ! 

Acbil.  What? 

Tber.  Ajax  noes  up  and  down  the  field,  afking  for  himfelf. 
Acbil.  Howfo? 

Tbtr.  He  muft  fight  fingly  to-morrow  with  Ihelor,  and 
is  fo  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  Cudgelling,  that  he 
raves  in  faying  nothing. 

Acbil.  Mow  can  that  be  ? 
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Tber.  Why,  he  ftalks  up  and  d<;wn  like  a  peacock,  a 
ftride  and  a  ftand  ;  ruminates  like  an  hoftels  that  hath  no 
arithmetick  but  her  brain,  to  fet  down  her  reckoning; 
bites  his  lip  with  a  politick  regard,  as  who  mould  fty, 
there  were  wit  in  his  head,  if 'twould  out  j  and  fo  there 
is,  but  it  lyes  as  coldly  in  him  as  fire  in  a  flint,  which 
will  not  fliew  without  knocking.  The  man's  undone  for 
ever  :  for  if  UeBor  break  not  his  neck  i'th'  combat,  he'Jl- 
break' t  himfelf  in  vain- glory.  He  knows  not  me  :  I  laid, 
good  morrow,  Ajax,  and  he  replied,  thanks,  Agamemnon. 
What  think  you,  of  this  man,  that  takes  me  for  the  Ge- 
neral ?  he's  grown  a  very  land-fim,  language-lefs,  a  mon- 
ger. A'ptague  of  opinion!  a  man  may  wear  it  on  both 
fides,  like  a  leather  jerkin. 

Acbil.  Thou  muft  he  my  ambafisdor  to  him,  Tberfues. 

Tber.  Who,  I  r — why,  he'll  anfwer  no  body  ;  he  pro- 
fefles  not  anfwering  ;  fpeaking  is  for  beggars ;  he  wears  his 
tongue  in's  arms.  I  will  put  on  his  preience  ;  let  Patro- 
clus  make  his  demands  to  me,  you  mall  fee  the  pageant  of 
Ajax. 

Acbil.  To  him,  Patroclus  —  tell  him,  I  humbly  defire 
the  valiant  Ajax,  to  invite  the  moft  valorous  He&or  to 
come  unarm'd  to  my  tent,  and  to  procure  fife  conduct  for 
his  perfon  of  the  magnanimous  and  moft  illuftrious,  fix  or 
feven  times  honour' d,  Captain- general  of  the  Grecian  ar- 
my, Agamemnon,  &c.    Do  this. 

Pat.  j sue  blefs  great  Ajax. 

Tber.  Hum  — • 

Pat.  I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles. 
Tber.  Ha! 

Pat.  Who  mofl  humbly  defnes  you  to  invite  Heclor  to 
his  tent. 

Tber.  Hum  

Pat.  And  to  procure  fife 'conduct  from  Agamemnon, 
Tber.  Agamemnon  !      *  ■ 

Pat.  Ay,  rry  Lord.  • 
Tber.  Ha! 

Pat.  What  fay  you  to't  ? 

Tber.  God  be  wi'you,  with  all  my  heart. 

Pat.  Your  anfwer,  Sir. 

Tber, 
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fhtr.  If  to-morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven  a  clock  it 
will  go  one  way  or  other  5  howfoevcr^  he  mall  pay  for  me 
ere  he  has  me. 

Pat.  Your  artfwer,  Sir. 

Tber.  Fare  ye  well,  with  all  my  heart. 

Acbil.  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he  ? 

Tber,  No,  but  he's  put  o*  tune  thus  j  what  mufick 
will  be  in  him,  when  Heclor  has  knock' d  out  his  brains, 
1  know  not.  But  I  am  fure  none  j  unlefs  the  iidler  Apollo 
get  his  finews  to  make  Catlings  on. 

Acbil,  Come,  thou  malt  bear  a  letter  to  him  ftraight. 

Tber,  Let  me  carry  another  to  his  horfe  \  for  that's  tht 
more  capable  creature. 

Acbil,  My  mind  is  troubled  like  a  fountain  ftirr'd, 
And  I  my  felf  fee  not  the  bottom  of  it.  [Exit* 

Tber,  Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were  clear  a- 
gain,  that  I  might  water  an  afs  at  it ;  I  had  rather  be  a 
tick  in  a  fheep,  than  fuch  a  valiant  ignorance.  [Exeunt* 

ACT   IV.      SCENE  I. 
A  Street  in  Troy. 
Efiter  at  one  door  ./Eneas  with  a  torcb  j  at  anotber,  parisA 
Deinhobus,  Antenor,  and  Diomede,  vsitb  torcbes^ 
Par.  QEE,  ho!  who  is  that  there  ? 
O  Dei,  It  is  the  Lord  Mneai, 
AEne,  Is  the  prince  there  in  perfon  ? 
Had  I  fo  gocd  orcafion  to  lye  long, 
As  you,  Prince  Pans,  nought  but  hcav'nly  bufinefs 
Should  rob  my  bed- mate  of  my  company. 

Dio.  Thai's  my  mind  too:  good-morrow,  Lord  ASneas* 
Par.  A  valiant  Greek,  Mneaty  take  his  hand  \ 
Witnefs  the  piocd<  of  you  l"pe"ch,  wherein 
You  told,  hew  Diomede  a  who>e  week  by  days 
Did  haunt  you  in  he  field. 

Mne.  Health  U  you,  valiant  Sir! 
During  all  queftion  of  the  gentle  truce : 
But  when  I  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance 
As  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute  ! 

Die.  The  one  and  th*  other  Diomede  embraces* 
Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm,  and  fo  long,  health  j 

But 
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But  when  contention  and  occafion  meet, 
By  Jove  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life, 
Wirh  all  my  force,  purfuit  and  policy.  v 

JEne.  And  thou  malt  hunt  a  lion  that  will  flic 
With  his  face  back  — in  human  gentlenefs 
Welccme  to  Troy> — now  by  Aricl'ife?  life, 
Welcome  indeed  —  by  Venus*  hand  I  fwear, 
No  man  alive  can  love  in  fuch  a  fort  1 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  more  excellently. 

Dio,  We  fympathize.    Jove,  let  JEtfeas  live 
(If  to  my  fword  his  fate  be  not  the  glory) 
A  thoufand  compleat  courfes  of  the  fun : 
But  in  mine  emulous  honour  let  him  die, 
With  every  joint  a  wound,  and  that  to-morrow. 

A£ne.  We  know  each  other  well. 

Dio.  We  do  ;  and  long  to  know  each  other  worfe* 

Par,  This  is  the  moft  defpk'htful,  gentle  greeting, 
The  nobleft,  hateful  Jove,  that  e'er  I  heard  of. 
What  bufinefs,  Lord,  fo  early  ? 

Mne.  I  was  fent  for  to  the  King ;  but  why,  I  know  not. 

Par.  His  purpofe  meets  you  :  'twas,  to  bring  this  Greek 
To  Calchai*  houfe,  and  there  to  render  him 
(For  the  enfree'd  Anterior )  the  fair  CreJJid. 
Let's  have  your  company  ;  or,  if  your  pleafe, 
Hade  there  before.    I  conftantly  do  think 
(Or  rather  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge) 
My  brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to-night. 
Roufe  him,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach  j 
With  the  whole  quality  whereof,  I  fear, 
We  mail  be  much  unwelcome. 

Mne,  That  allure  you. 
Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  born  to  Greece, 
Than  CreJJid  born  from  Troy, 

Par.  There  is  no  help  5 
The  bitter  difpofition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  fo.    On,  Lord,  we'll  follow  you. 

JEne.  Good  morrow  all.  [Exit* 

Par.  And  tell  me,  noble  Diomede  ;  tell  me  true, 
Ev'n  in  the  foul  of  good  found  fellow/hip, 
Who  in  your  thoughts  merits  fair  Helen  moft  ? 

My 
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My  felf,  or  Menclaut  ? 

Dio,  Both  alike. 
He  merits  well  to  have  her  that  doth  feek  her 
(Not  making  any  icruple  of  her  foilure,) 
With  luch  a  hell  of  pain  and  world  of  charge. 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that  defend  her 
(Not  palating  the  tafte  of  her  difhonour,) 
With  fuch  a  coftty  lois  of  wealth  and  friends. 
He,  like  a  puling  cuckold  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece  5 
You,  like  a  letcher,  out  of  whorim  Joins 
Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  inheritors : 
Both  merits  pois'd,  each  weighs  nor  lefs  nor  more, 
But  he  as  you,  the  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par,  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  country-woman. 

Dio*  She's  bitter  to  her  country :  hear  me,  Paris, 
For  ev'ry  falfe  drop  in  her  baudy  veins 
A  Grecian's  lite  hath  funk  5  for  every  fcruple 
Of  her  contaminated  carion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  flain.    Since  me  could  fpeak, 
She  hath  not  giv'n  fo  many  good  words  breath, 
As,  for  her,  Greeks  and  Trojans  fufTer'd  death. 

Par.  Fair  Diomede,  you  do  as  chapmen  do, 
Difpraife  the  thing  that  you  defire  to  buy  ; 
But  we  in  filence  hold  this  virtue  well  ; 
We'll  not  commend  what  w*  intend  not  to  fell. 
Heie  lies  our  way.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    II.     Pandarus'i  Houfs. 
Enter  Troilus  and  Creflida. 

Troi.  Dear,  trouble  not  yourfelf  5  the  morn  is  cold. 

Cre.  Then,  fweet  my  Loid,  I'll  call  my  uncle  down: 
He  ihall  unbolt  the  gates. 

Troi,  Trouble  him  not  — • 
To  bed,  to  bed,  — —  deep  feal  thofe  pretty  eyes, 
And  give  as  foft  attachment  to  thy  fenles, 
As  infants  empty  of  all  thought! 

Cre,  Good- morrow  then. 

Troi,  I  pr'ythee  now  to  bed. 

Cre.  Are  you  a  weary  of  me  ? 

Tm.  O  Creffida!  but  that  the.  bufic  day, 

3  Wtk'd 
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Wak'd  by  the  lark,  has  rous'd  the  ribald  crow?, 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer, 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cre.  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

Trot,  Befhrew  the  witch !  with  venomous  wights  fhe  flays 
Tedious  as  hell  j  but  flies  the  graips  of  love, 
With  wings  more  momentary-iwift  than  thought: 
You  will  catch  cold,  and  curfe  me. 

Cre.  PrVthee  tarry : 
You  men  will  never  tarry — foolifli  Creffida! 
I  might  have  ftill  held  off,  and  then  you  would 
rHave  tarried  longer.    Hark,  there  is  one  up. 

Pan.  [Within,]  What!  all  the  doors  open  here  ? 

Trc7.  It  is  your  uncle. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Cre.  A  peftilence  on  him !  now  will  he  be  mocking  5 
I  /hall  have  fuch  a  life  ■ 

Pan.  How  now,  how  now?  how  go  maiden-heads? 
Hear  you,  maid  ?  where's  my  coufin  Crefftd? 

Cre.  Go  hang  your  felf,  you  naughty  mocking  uncle: 
You  bring 'me  to  do— — and  then  you  flout  me  too. 

Pan.  To  do  what?  to  do  what?  let  her  fay  what: 
What  have  I  brought  you  to  do  ? 

Cre.  Come,  come,  befhrew  your  heart  \  you'll  ne'er  be 
good  ;  nor  fuffer  others. 

Pan.  Ha,  ha  !  alas  poor  wretch  ;  a  poor  Capcccbia,  haft 
not  flept  to-night?  would  he  not  (naughty  mm)  let  it 
fleep  ?  a  bugbear  take  him  !  [One  knocks. 

Cre.  Did  I  not  tell  you?  would  he  were  knock'd 

o'th' head  —  who's  that  at  door?  — good  uncle,  go  and 
fee. —My  Lord,  come  you  again  into  my  chamber:  — 
you  fmile  and  mock  me#  as  if  I  meant  naughtily. 

Trot.  Ha,  ha  — 

Cre.  Come,  you  are  deceived,  I  think  of  no  fuch  thing. 
How  earneitly  they  knock  — pray  you  come  in.  [Knock, 
I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  feen  here.  [Exeunt, 

Pan.  Who's  there?  what's  the  matter?  will  you  fees: 
down  the  door  ?  how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

SCENE    JO.     Enter  Mnms. 

Mne*  GQod-morrow,  Lord,  good-morrow. 

Pan, 
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Pan.  Who's  there?  my  Lord  Mneaif  by  my  troth, 
I  knew  you  not  $  «what  news  with  you  To  early  ? 

JEne.  Is  not  Prince  Troilus  here  ? 

Pan.  Here!  what  mould  he  do  here  ? 

JEne,  Come,  he  is  here,  my  Lord,  do  not  den^  him: 
It  doth  import  him  much  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here,  fay  you  ?  'tis  more  than  I  know.,  I'll 
be  fworn  $  for  my  own  part,  I  came  in  Jate  :  what  mould 
he  do  here  ? 

AZne.  Pho !  —  nay,  then :  —  come,  come,  you'll  do 
htm  wrong,  ere  y'are  aware:  you'll  be  fo  true  to  him,  to 
be  falfe  to  him  :  do  not  you  know  of  him,  but  yet  go  fetch 
him  hicher,  go.  [As  Pandarus  fj  going  out. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Trot.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

JEne.  My  Lord,  I  fcarce  have  leifure  to  falute  you, 
My  matter  is  fo  harm :  there  is  at  hand 
Paris  your  brother,  snd  Deipbobus, 
The  Grecian  Diomede,  and  our  Antenor 
Deliver'd  to  us,  and  for  him  forthwith, 
Ere  the  flrit  facrifice,  within  this  hour, 
We  muft  give  up  to  Diomedes1  hand 
The  Lady  Creffida. 

Trot.  Is  it  fo  concluded  ? 

JEne.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  ftate  of  Troy, 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  effect  it. 

Troi.  How  my  achievements  mock  me ! 
I  will  go  meet  them  5  and  (my  Lord  JEneai ) 
We  met  by  chance,  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

JEne.  Good,  good,  my  Lord ;  the  fecreteft  of  natures 
Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    IV.      Enter  Creflida  to  Pand.uus. 

Pan.  Is't  poflible?  no  fooner  got,  but  loft?  the  devil 
take  Antenor  !  the  young  Prince  will  go  mad:  a  plague 
upon  Antenor !  1  would  they  had  broke's  neck. 

Cre.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  who  was  here  ?  * 

Pan.  Ah!  ah!  

Cre.  Why  figh  you  fo  profoundly  ?  where's  my  Lord  t 
gone  !  tell  me,  fweet  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan, Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth,  as  I  am  above f 
Vol.  VIII.  S  Cre. 
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Cre.  O  the  Gods!  what's  the  matter?  ; 

Paw,  Pr'ythee  get  thee  in  ;  would  thou  had1  ft  ne  cr 
been  born!  I  knew  thou  would'ft  be  his  death.  O  poor 
gentleman!  a  plague  upon  interior! 

Cre.  Good  uncle,  I  befeech  you,  on  my  knees  I  beleecJi 
you,  what's  the  matter  ?  • 

Pan.  Thou  muft  be  gone,  wench,  thou  mutt  be  gone? 
thou  art  changM  for  Antinor-,  thou  muft  go  to  thy  father, 
and  be  gone  from  Troilui :  'twill  be  his  death  j  twill  i* 
his  bane  ;  he  cannot  bear  it. 

Cre.  O  you  immortal  Gods!  I  will  not  go. 

Pan.  Thou  muft. 

Cre.  I  will  not,  uncle :  I've  forgot  my  father, 
I  know  no  touch  of  confanguinity : 
No  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  foul  fo  near  me, 
As  the  fweet  Troilus.    O  you  Gods  divine! 
Make  Crejftd's  name  the  very  crown  of  falfhood, 
If  ever  /he  leave  Troilus.    Time  and  death, 
Do  to  this  body  what  extreams  you  can  : 
But. the  ftrong'bafe  and  building  of  my  love 
Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth, 
Drawing  all  to  it.    I'll  go  in  and  weep 

Pan.  Do,  do.  ^  - 

,     Cre.  Tear  my  bright  hair,  and  fcratch  my  praifed  cheeks, 
Crack  my  clear  voice  with  fobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  founding  Troilus.    1*11  not  go  from  Troy.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    V.     Before  Pandarus's  Houje. 
Enut  Paris,  Troilus,  i^Eneas,  Deiphobus,  Antenor,  mf 
Diomedes. 

Par.  It  is  great  morning,  and  the  hour  prenxt 
Of  her  delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  faft  upon  us:  good  my  brother  Troilus,, 
Tell  you  the  Lady  what  {he  is  to  do, 
And  hafte  her  to  the  purpofe. 

Trot.  Walk  into  her  houfe: 
Til  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  prefently  5 
And  to  his  hand  when  I  deliver  her. 
Think  it  an  altar,  and  thy  brother  Troilus 
A  prieft,  there  offering  to  it  his  heart. 

Par.  I  know  what  'tis  to  love, 

Ana 
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And  would,  as  I  /hall  pity,  I  could  help  ! 
Pkafe  you  walk  in,  my  Lords.  \Ex:un:» 
SCENE  VI. 
An  Apartment  in  Pandarus*<  Houfe. 
Enter  Pandarus  and  Crefiida. 
Pan,  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 
Cre,  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfect  that  I  taite, 
And  in  its  fenfe  is  no  lei's  ftrong,  than  that 
Which  caufeth  it.    How  can  I  moderate  it  ? 
If  I  could  temporize  with  my  affection, 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate, 
The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  grief  j 
JVfy  love  admits  no  qualifying  drofs, 

Enter  Troilus. 
No  more  my  grief,  in  iuch  a  precious  lofs. 

Pan,  Here,  here,  here  he  comes,  —a,  fweet  duck ! 
Cre,  O  Troilus,  Troilus  I 

Pan.  What  a  pair  of  fpe&acles  is  here!  let  me  embrace 
too:  0  heart,  (as  the  goodly  faying  is }) 
0  heart,  0  heavy  heart, 
IVhy  fighft  thou  without  breaking  f 
vrhere  he  anfvvers  again  ; 

Becaufe  thou  can" ft  nut  eafe  thy  /mart, 
By  friendship  nor  by  fpeaking. 
There  was  never  a  truer  rhyme.    Let  us  call  away  no- 
thing-,  for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of  fuch  a  verfe  j  we 
fee  it,  we  fee  it.    How  now,  lambs  ? 

Trot.  Crejfid,  I  love  thee  in  fo  ftrange  a  purity, 
That  the  blclt  Gods,  as  angry  with  my  fancy, 
(Moie  bright  in  zeal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  deities)  take  thee  from  me, 

Cre,  Have  the  Gods  envy  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  too  plain  a  cafe. 

Cre.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  mufl  go  from  Troy  ? 

Trot;  A  hateful  truth. 

Cre,  What,  and  from  Troilus  too  ? 

ftot.  From  Troy  and  Troilus, 

Cre.  I?  it  poifible  ? 

Troi.  And  fuddenly :  while  injury  of  chance 

S  %  Puts  j 
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Puts  back  leave-taking,  juftles  roughly  by 

All  time  of  paufe,  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 

Of  all  rejoyndure,  forcibly  prevents 

Our  lock'd  embraces,  ftrangles  our  dear  vows, 

PVn  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  breath* 

We  two,  that  with  fo  many  thoufand  fighs 

Each  other  bought,  muft  poorly  fell  our  ielves 

With  the  rude  brevity  and  difcharge  of  one. 

Injurious  Time  now  with  a  robber's  hafte 

Crams  his  rich  thiev'ry  up  he  knows  not  how. 

As  many  farewels  as  be  ftars  in  heav'n, 

Witli  diftinct  breath  and  confignM  kiiTes  to  them, 

He  fumbles  up  all  in  one  loofe  adieu  ; 

And  fcants  us  with  a  fingle  famiftYd  kifs, 

Diftafted  with  the  fait  of  broken  tears. 

Mnt.  [Within.]  My  Lord,  is  the  Lady  ready? 

77-0/.  Hark,  you  are  call'd.    Some  fay,  the  Genius  fo  ; 
Cri e»,  come,  to  him  that  inftantly  muft  die. 
Bid  them  have  patience  5  me  mall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  tears  ?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind,  or  j 
my  heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  root.     [Exit  Pandarus.  . 

Cre.  I  muft  then  to  the  Grecians? 

Troi.  No  remedy. 

Cre.  A  woeful  CreJJid  'mongft  the  merry  Greeks! 
When  mall  we  fee  again  ? 

Troi.  Hear  me,  my  love  5  be  thou  but  true  of  heart—*  > 

Cre.  I  true  ?  how  now  ?  what  wicked  deem  is  this  ? 

Troi.  Nay,  we  muft  ufe  expoftulation  kindly, 
For  it  is  parting  from  us :  — 
I  fpeak  not  be  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee: 
For  I  will  throw  my  glove  to  Death  himfelf, 
That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  heart  5 
But  be  thou  true  fay  I,  to  faftiion  in 
My  fequent  proteftation:  be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  fee  thee. 

Cre.  O,  you  lhall  be  expes'd,  my  Lord,  to  dangers 
As  infinite,  as  imminent:  but  I'll  be  true. 

Troi.  And  I'll  grow  friend  with  danger.  Wear  this  fleeve< 1 

Cre.  And  you  this  glove.    When  ftnll  I  fee  you  then  ? 

Troi*  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  centinels 

■  Tc 
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To  give  thee  nightly  vifitation. 
But  y^t  be  true. 

Cre.  O  heav'ns !  be  true  again  ? 

Trot.  Hear  why  I  fpeak  it,  love :  the  Grecian  youths 
Arc  full  of  fubtle  qualities,  they're  loving, 
They're  well  composM,  with  gifts  of  nature  flowing, 
And  fwelling  o'er  with  arts  and  exercife  ; 
How  novelties  may  move,  and  parts  with  perfon— 
Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealoufie 
(Which,  I  befeech  you,  call  a  virtuous  fin) 
Makes  me  afraid. 

Cre.  O  heav'ns!  you  love  me  not. 

Troi.  Die  I  a  villain  then  !  y 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  queftion 
So  mainly  as  my  merit :  I  can't  fing 
Nor  heel  the  high  lavolt ;  nor  fweeten  talk  5 
Nor  play  at  fub'tle  games  ;  fair  virtues  all, 
To  which  the  Greciam  are  moft  prompt  and  pregnant. 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  cf  thefe 
There  lurks  a  ftill  and  dumb-di  ft  ourfive  devil, 
That  tempts  moft  cunningly:  but  be  not  tempted, 

Cre,  Do  you  think  1  will  ? 

Troi.  No. 

But  fomething  may  be  done  that  we  will  not: 
And  lometimes  we  are  devils  to  our  felves, 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Prefuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

JEne.  [Within.]  Nay,  good  my  Lord  — 

Troi.  Come  kifs,  and  let  us  part. 

Par.  [Within.]  Brother  Troilus ! 

Trot,  Good  brother,  come  you  hither, 
And  bring  JEneai  and  the  Grecian  with  you.  / 

Cre.  My  Lord,  will  you  be  true  ? 

Troi.  Who,  1?  alas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault: 
While  others  ri/h  with  craft  for  great  opinion, 
I  with  great  truth  catch  mecr  fimplicity. 
While  fome  with  cunning  gild  their  copper  crown?, 
With  truth  and  plainnefs  I  do  wear  mine  bare.  ' 
'  Fear  not  my  truth  ;  the  moral  of  my  wit 

Is  plain  and  true,  there's  all  the  reach  of  it. 
,  S  3  SCENE 
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SCENE  VII. 
Enter  TEneas,  Paris,  and  Diomedes. 
Welcortie,  Sir  Diomede  •  here  is  the  Lady, 
Whom  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you. 
At  the  port  (Lord)  I'll  give  her  to  thy  hand, 
And  by  the  way  pofief9  thee  what  me  is. 
Entreat  her  fair,  and  by  my  foul,  fair  Greek, 
If  e'er  thou  {land  at  mercy  of  my  fword, 
Name  Crejfid,  and  thy  life  mall  be  as  fafe 
As  Priam's  is  in  Jlion» 

Dio.  Lady  Crejfid, 
So  pleafe  you,  fave  the  thanks  this  Prince  expetts? 
The  luftre  in  your  eye,  heav'n  in  your  cheek, 
Plead  your  fair  ufage  5  and  to  Diomede 
You  lhall  be  miftrefs,  and  command  him  wholly. 

Troi,  Grecian,  thou  dofr.  not  ufe  me  ecu;  teouily, 
To  mame  the  zeal  of  my  petition  towards  thee 
Ey  praifing  her.    I  tell  thee,  Lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  far  high-foaring  o'er  thy  praifes, 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  call'd  her  fervant. 
I  charge  thee  ufe  her  well,  even  for  my  charge  s 
For  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  doit  not, 
(  Tho'  the  great  bulk  Achillei  be  thy  guard) 
I'll  cut  thy  throat. 

Dio.  -Oh  be  not  mov'd,  Prince  Troilus. 
Let  me  be  privileji'd  by  my  place  and  meflage, 
To  be  a  fpeaker  free.    When  I  am  hence, 
I'll  anfwer  to  my  lift  :  arid  know,  my  Lord, 
I'll  nothing  do  on  charge  j  to  her  own  worth  \ 
She  mall  be  priz'd  :  but  that  you  fay,  bit  jo  ; 
I'll  fpeak  it  in  my  fpirit  and  honour  —  no, 

Troi.  Come  to  The  port  —  I'll  tell  thee,  Diomeds, 
This  brave  mall  ofc  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head. 
L&dy,  give  me  your  hand  —  and  as  we  walk, 
*To  our  own  felves  bend  we  our  needful  talk. 

[Sound  Trampt?. 

Par.  Hark,  Hec7orys  trumpet ! 

JEne,  How  have  we  fpent  this  morning  \ 
The  Prince  mull  think  n  e  tardy  and  remifs, 
That  fwore  to  ride  before  him  in  the  field. 

-*    .  Par. 
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Par.  'Tis  Troilus's  fault.    Come,  come  to  field  with 

htnru 

Dio.  Let  us  make  ready  ftrait.  f 

Mne.  Yea,  with  a  bridegroom's  frefli  alacrity 
Let  us  addrcfs  to  tend  on  HeBor\  heels : 
The  glory  or*  our  Tray  doth  this  day  lye 
On  his  fair  worth,  and  fingle  chivalry.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    VIU.     The  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  Ajax  armedt  Agamemnon,  Achilles,  Patrcclus, 
Menelaus  Ulyfles,  Neftor,  &c. 

Aga.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  frefh  and  fair, 
Anticipating  time  with  ftarting  courage  ; 
Give  with  thy  trumpet  a  loud  no*e  to  Troy, 
Thou  dreadfuls/a*,  that  th'  appalled  air 
May  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  combatant, 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Ajax.  Trumpet,  there's  my  purfe  ; 
Now  crack  thy  lungs,  and  fplit  thy  brazen  pipe: 
Blow,  villain,  'till  thy  fohered  bias  cheek 
O  it-fwell  the  cholick  of  puftAjuilcn  ; 
Come  llretch  thy  cheft,  and  let  thy  eyes  fpout  blood : 
Thou  blow'ft  for  He&ar.  [Trumpet  founds, 

Ulyf.  Yet  no  trumpet  anfwers. 

Acbil.  It  is  but  early  day. 

A«a.  Is  not  yond'  Diomede  with  Calcha?  daughter  ? 

Ulyf.  'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gate, 
He  riles  on  his  toe;  that  fpirit  of  his 
In  afpiration  lifts  him  from  the  earth. 

Enter  Diomede  and  CrelTida. 

Aga.  Is  this  the  Lady  Crejfida  ? 

Dio.  Ev'n  (he. 

Aga.  Moll  dearly  welcome  to  the  Greeks,  fweet  Lady  \  * 

Die 

♦  fweet  Lady? 

N'Jl.  Our  General  doth  falute  you  with  a  klre. 

Ulyf.  Yet  is  the  kindnefs  but  particular  j 
•Twere  better  (he  were  kifs'd  in  general. 

}i:Ji.  And  very  courtly  couniel :  V U  begin. 
So  much  for  Nt'jtor. 

Acbil.  ril  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  fair  Lady : 
Achilles  bids  you  welcome. 

A/77.  1  hud  good  argument  for  kitting  once. 

Fat.  But  that's  no  argument  for  killing  now: 

For 
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Dio,  Lady,  a  word  " '  ■  "  I'll  bring  you  to  your  father* 
[Diomedes  leads  out  Creilida* 

Vlyf,  Fie,  fie  upon  her: 
There's  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip: 
Nay,  her  foot  fpeaks ;  her  wanton  fpirits  look  out 
At  every  joint  and  motive  of  her  body: 
Oh  thefe  Encounterers !  tho'  glib  of  tongue, 
They  give  a  coafting  welcome  ere  it  comes  ; 
And  wide  unclafp  the  tables  of  their  thoughts 
To  every  ticklim  reader :  let  them  down 
For  fluttifh  fpoils  of  opportunity, 

And  daughters  of  the  game.  [Trumpet  within* 

AH,  The  Trojans  trumpet! 

Aga.  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 
Enter  Hector,   Paris,  Troilus,  i^Eneas,  Helenus,  and 
Attendants, 

AZne.  Hail,  all  the  ftate  of  Greece!  what  mall  be  done 

For  thus  pop'd  Pari:  in  his  hardiment, 
And  parted  thus  you  and  your  argument. 

Vlyf.  Oh  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  alL  our  fcorns, 
For  which  we  lofe  our  heads  to  gild  his  horns. 

Pat.  The  firft  was  Menelauv  kifs  this  mine  

Patroclus  kiffes  you. 

Men,  O,  this  is  trim. 

Pat.  Paris  and  I  kifs  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  I'll  have  my  kifs,  Sir ;  Lady,  by  your  leave*' 

Cre.  In  kiiline;  do  you  render  or  receive? 

Pat .  Both  take  and  give. 

Cre.  Til  make  my  match  to  give, 
The  kifs  you  take  is  better  than  you  give ; 
Therefore  no  kifs. 

Men.  Til  give  you  boot,  I'll  give  you  three  for  one. 

Cre.  You  are  an  odd  man,  give  even,  or  give  none» 

Men-  An  odd  man,  Lady  ?  every  man  is  odd. 

Cre.  No,  Paris  is  not ;  tor  you  know  'tis  true, 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  You  fillip  me  o'  th'  head. 

Cre.  No,  I'llbefworn. 

Vlyf.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  againft  his  hora : 
May  I,  fweetLady,  beg  a  kifs  of  you? 
Cre.  You  may. 
Vlyf.  I  do  defire  it. 
Cre.  Why  beg  then. 

Vlyf.  Why  then  for  Venus'*  fake  give  me  a  kifs ; 

TVhen  'Htfen  is  a  maid  again,  and  his  

Cre.  I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  due. 
Vlyf.  Never's  my  day,  and  then  a  kifs  of  you. 
Dio.  Lady,  a  word  ,  ®V« 
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To  that  vi^ory  commands  ?  or  do  you  purpofe, 

A  Victor  mall  be  known  ?  will  you,  the  knights 

Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 

Purfue"  each  other,  or  flwll  they  be  divided 

Bv  any  voice,  or  order  of  the  field  ? 

Better  bad  a  Ik. 

A^a.  Which  way  mould  Heclor  have  it  ? 

JEne.  He  caves  not  5  he'll  obey  conditions. 

Achil.  'Tis  done  like  He&or,  but  fecurely  done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  mifpiizing 
The  knight  oppos'd. 

JEne.  If  not  Achilles ,  Sir,  what  is  your  name  ? 

Achil.  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

JEne.  Therefore  Achilles  ;  but  whatever,  know  this; 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little 
Valour  and  pride  excel  themfelves  in  Utclor  ; 
The  one  almofi.  as  infinite  as  all, 
The  other  blank  as  nothing  ;  weigh  him  well, 
And  that  which  looks  like  pride  is  courtefie. 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  Heclor's  blood, 
In  love  whereof,  half  HeBor  ftays  at  home  ; 
Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  llefior,  come  to  feek 
This  blended  knight,  half  Trojan  and  half  Greek, 

Achil,  A  maiden  battel  then?  O,  I  perceive  you. 
Re-enter  Diomede. 

Aga.  Here  is  Sir  Diomede:  go,  gentle  knight, 
Stand  by  our  Ajax  j  as  you  and  Lord  JEneas 
Confent  upon  the  order  of  their  fight, 
So  be  it  5  either  to  the  uttermoft, 
Or  elfe  a  breath.    The  combatants  being  kin 
Half  ftints  their  ftrife  before  their  ftrokes  begin. 

Uyf.  Thsy  are  oppos'd  already. 

Aga.  What  Trcjan  is  that  fame  that  looks  fo  heavy? 
Vlyf.  The  youngcft  fon  of  Priam,  a  true  knight  5 
Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchlefs  j  firm  of  word  ; 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedlefs  in  his  tongue  ; 
Not  foon  ptovok'd,  nor  being  provok*d  foon  caWd  ; 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free  ; 
For  what  he  has,  he  gives  j  .what  thinks,  he  (hews ; 
Yet  gives  he  not  *till  judgment  guide  his  bounty. 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair  thought  wi;h  breath :  Mar 
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Manly  as  Heclor  y  but  more  dangerous ; 
For  Heclor  in  his  blaze  of  Wrath  fubfcribes 
To  tender  objects  j  but  he  in  heat  of  action 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  Jove. 
They  call  him  Troilui,  and  on  him  ere& 
A  fecond  h<  pe,  as  fairly  builr.  as  Heclor, 
Thus  fays  Mneai  3  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Ev'n  to  his  inches,  and  with  private  foul 
Did  \7i  great  Won  thus  tranllate  him  to  me.  [Alarum* 
SCENE    IX.     Hector  WAjax  fight. 

Ava%  They  are  in  action. 

Nfjl.  Now,  Ajaxy  hold  thine  own. 

*Xroi.  Heclor,  thou  fleep'ft,  awake  thee. 

Aga,  His  blows  are  well  difpos'd  j  there,  Ajax. 

[Trumpett  ceaje* 

Vio.  You  mult  no  more, 

/Erie.  Princes,  enough,  fo  pleafe  you. 
-  Ajax.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again, 

t>io.  As  Heclor  pleafes. 

Heel.  Why  then,  will  I  no  more. 
Thou  art,  great  Lord,  my  father's  filter's  fori  j 
A  couiin-german  to  great  Priam" s  feed  5 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  gory  emulation  *twut  us  twain. 
Were  thy  coonmixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  fo 
That  thou  coukTft  fay,  this  hand  is  Grecian  all, 
And  this  is  Trojan  j  the  fmews  of  this  leg 
All  Greek  t  and  this  all  Troy  5  my  mother's  blood 
Runs  on  the  dexter  cheek,  and  thrs  linifter 
Bounds  in  my  fire's  ;  by  yove  multipotent, 
Thou  Ihould'ft  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekijh  member^ 
Wherein  my  fword  had  not  imprefiure  made 
Of  cmr  rank  feud  :  But  the  juft  Gods  gainfay, 
That  any  drop  thou  bbrrow'ii.  from  thy  mother, 
My  facred  aunt,  mould  by  my  mortal  fword 
Be  drain'd !  Let  me  embrace  thee,  Aj&c : 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  haft  lufty  arms ; 
Heclor  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus  — — 
Coufin,  all  honour  to  thee  ! 

A]axt  I  thank  thee,  Heclor  I 
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Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man  : 
|  came  to  kill  thee,  coufin,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition  earned  in  thy  death. 

Hetl.  Not  Neoptolemui*  fire  fo  mirable 
(On  whole  bright  creft  Fame  with  he  liucTft,  O  yes 
Cries,  This  is  be )  could  proniife  to  himfelf 
A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  Heeler, 

ALne.  There  is  expectance  here  from  both  the  fides, 
What  further  you  will  do. 

Hetl.  We'll  anfwer  it: 
The  ilTue  is  embracemer.t :  farewel,  Ajax, 

Ajax.  If  I  might  in  entreaties  find  f  iccefs, 
(As  feld  I  have  the  chance)  I  would  defire 
My  famous  coufin  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

Dio.  *Tis  Agamemnon's  wilh,  a  id  great  Achilles 
Doth  long  to  fee  unarm*d  the  valiant  Heclor, 

Heel,  Azneas,  call  my  brother  "Troilus  to  me : 
And  figniiie  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expeclors  of  our  Trojan  part : 
Defire  them  home.    Give  me  thy  hand,  my  coufin: 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  fee  your  knights. 
Agamemnon  and  the  reft  of  (be  Greeks  come  forward, 

Ajax.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 

Hetl.  The  worthieft  of  them  tell  me  name  by  name  ; 
But  for  Achilles,  mine  own  fearching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  Urge  and  portly  fue. 

Aga.  Worthy  of  arms !  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  fuch  an  enemy  5 
But  that's  no  welcome  :  under/land  more  clear, 
What's  part  and  what's  to  come  is  flrew'd  with  hulks 
And  formlefs  ruin  of  oblivion  : 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
StrairTd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing, 
Bid  thee  with  moft  divine  integrity,  ' 
From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  ih&ory  welcome. 

Heel.  I  thank  thee,  moft  imperiou s  Agamtmnon. 

Aga*  My  well-fam'd  Lord  of  Trey,  no  lei's  to  you. 

[To  TioiJu?, 

Men,  Let  me  confirm-my  princely  brother's  greeting  j 
You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hither. 
110,  Whom  mult  we  aniwer  ?  ALne^ 
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JEne,  The  noble  Mtnelaus, 

Heci.  O  you,  my  Lord  by  Mars  his  gauntlet, 

Mock  not,  that  I  affect  th'  untraded  oath  ;  [thanks. 

Your  quondam  wife  fwears  ftill  by  Venus'  glove. 

She's  well,  but  bad  me  not  commend  her  to  you.  * 

Men,  Name  her  not  now,  Sir,  me*s  a  deadly  theme* 

lit  ft.  O,  pardon— — I  offend. 

Neft.  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  feen  thee  oft 
Labouring  for  deitiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekijb  youth  ;  and  I  have  feen  thee, 
As  hot  as  Perfeust  l'pur  thy  Phrygian  fteed, 
Bravely  defpiling  forfeits  and  fubduements, 
When  thou  haft  hung  thy  advane'd  fword  i'th*  air, 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declin'd: 
That  I  have  faid  unto  my  ftanders  by, 
Lo  f  Jupiter  is  yonder  dealing  life. 
And  I  have  feen  thee  paufe,  and  take  thy  breath, 
When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hem'd  thee  in, 
Like  an  Olympian  wreftling.    Thus  I've  feen  thee, 
But  this  thy  countenance,  ftill  lock'd  to  fleel, 
I  never  faw  *  till  now.    I  knew  thy  grandfire, 
And  once  fought  with  "him  j  he  was  a  foldier  good, 
But,  by  great  Mars  the  captain  of  us  all, 
Never  like  thee.    Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee, 
And,  worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  our  tents. 

Mne.  Tis  the  old  Ntftor. 

Heft.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle, 
That  haft  fo  long  walk'd  hand  in  hand  with  time : 
Moft  reverend  £{eftor9  I  am  glad  to  clafp  thee. 

Ntji.  I  would  my  arms  could  match  thee  in  contention* 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtefie. 

Heft.  I  would  they  could. 

Neft,  By  this  white  beard,  I'd  fight  with  thee  to-morrow, 
Well,  welcome,  welcome  ;  I  have  feen  the  time  — — 

Ulyf*  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  ftands, 
When  we  have  here  the  bale  and  pillar  by  us. 

HeEl.  I  know  your  favour,  Lord  Ulyffet,  well. ' 
Ah,  Sir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead, 
Since  nrft  I  faw  yourfelf  and  Diomede 
I»  I/ion,  on  your  Griekife  embaffie, 

UlyjM 
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Vlyf.  Sir,  I  foretold  you  then  what  would  enfue. 
My  prophefie  is  but  half  his  journey  yet  5 
For  yonder  walls  that  pertly  front  your  town, 
Yond  towers,  whofe  wanton  tops  do  bufs  the  clouds, 
Muft  kils  their  own  feet. 

Heft.  I  muft  not  believe  you  : 
There  they  ftand  yet ;  and  modeftly  I  think, 
The  fall  of  every  Phrygian  ftone  will  coft 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood  ;  the  end  crowns  all, 
And  that  old  common  arbitrator  Time 
Will  one  day  end  it, 

Ulyf.  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 
Moft  gentle,  and  mod  valiant  Heflor,  welcome ; 
After  the  General,  I  befeech  you  next 
To  feaft  with  me,  and  fee  me  at  my  tent. 

Acb.l.  I  mail  foreftal  thee,  Lord  Ulyjfet:  now, 
Now,  Heflor,  I  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee, 
I  have  with  view  exadt  perus'd  thee,  lieftor. 
And  quoted  joint  by  joint. 

Hea.  U\bu  Attorn** 

Acbil.  I  am  Achilles. 

Heel.  Stand  fair,  I  pr'ythee,  let  me  look  on  thee. 
Acbil  Behold  thy  fill. 
Heft.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 
Acbil.  Thou  art  too  brief.    I  will  the  fecond  time, 
As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  th^e  limb  by  limb. 

Heel.  O,  like  a  book  of  fport  thou'lt  read  me  o'er: 
But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  underftand'ft. 
Why  dort  thou  fo  oppreis  me  with  thine  eye  ? 

Acbil.  Tell  me,  you  heav'ns,  in  which  p.irt  of  his  body 
Shall  I  deftroy  him  ?  whether  there,  or  there, 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name, 
And  make  diltindr.  the  very  breach,  where-out 
Jfctfor's  great  fpirit  flew.    Anfwer  me,  heav'ns! 

Httl.  It  would  difcredit  the  bled  Gods,  proud  man, 
To  anfwer  fuch  a  queftion :  ftand  again.  1 
Think' ft  thou  to  catch  my  lite  fo  pleafantly, 
As  to  prenominate  in  nice  coniefture, 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 
Acbil.  I  tell  thee,  yea. 

Vol.  VIII.  T  H. 
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HeEi.  Wert  thou  the  oracle  to  tell  me  fo, 
I'd  not  believe  thee  :  hr  ic?fo'th  guard  thee  well, 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  theie,  nor  there,  nor  there  j 
But  by  the  forge  that  ftithied  Mars  his  helm,  ? 
I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  yea,  o'er  and  o'er. 
You  wife  ft  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag, 
His  infolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips ; 
But  I'll  endeavour  deeds  to  match  thefe  words, 
Or  may  I  never  — — 

Ajax.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  coufin  ; 
And  you,  Achilles,  let  thefe  threats  alone 
'Till  accident  or  purpofc  bring  you  to't. 
You  may  have  ev'ry  day  enough  of  Hector, 
If  you  have  ftomach.    The  general  ftate,  I  fear, 
Can  fcarc<  intreat  you  to  be  at  edds  with  him. 

Heel,  I  pray  you,  let  us  fee  yon  in  the  field, 
We  have  h/»d  pelting  wars  fince  you  refus'd 
The  Grecians''  caule. 

AcbiL  Doft  thou  intreat  me,  HetlorV  x 
To-morrow  go  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death  ; 
To-night,  all  friends. 

HecJ.  Thy  ha  ,d  upon  that  match. 

Aga*  Firft,  all  you  Peers  of  Greece,  go  to  my  tent, 
There  in  the  full  convive  you  5  afterwaids, 
As  HeHor\  leifure  and  your  bounties  {hall 
Concur  together,  feverally  intreat  him 
To  tafte  your  bounties  :  let  the  trumpets  blow  ; 
That  this  great  foldier  may  his  welcome  know,  [Exeun 
SCENE  X. 
Manent  Troilus  and  Ujyffes. 

¥roit  My  Lord  Ulyjis,  tell  me,  I  befeech  you, 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calcbas  keep  ? 

Ulyf.  At  Mcnelaus'*  tent,  moft  princely  "Troilus  1 
There  Diomede  doth  feaft  with  him  to-night  j 
Who  neither  looks  on  heav'n,  nor  on  the  earth, 
But  give?  all  gaze  and  bent  of  am'rous  view 
On  the  fair  Crtflid. 

Yrci.  Shall  I,  fweet  Lord,  be  bound  to  thee  fo  much 
After  you  part  from  Agametnnm^s  tent, 
To  bring  me  thither  r" 

VU 
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Ulyf,  You  lhali  command  me,  Sir: 
As  gently  tell  me,  of  what  honour  was 
This  Creffida  in  Troy  ;  had  me  no  lover 
There,  that  now  wails  her  abfence  ? 

Trot.  O  Sir,  to  fuch  as  boafting  mew  their  fears, 
A  mock  is  due.    Will  you  walk  on,  my  Lord  ? 
She  war  belov'd,  me  lov'd  5  Ihe  is,  and  doth. 
But  ftill,  fweet  love  is  food  for  fortune's  tooth.  [Extant* 

A  C  T   V.     SCENE  I. 
Before  Achilles'*  Tent  in  tht  Grecian  Catxp* 
Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 
Aebil.T 'LL  heat  his  blood  with  Oreekijb  wine  to-night, 

X,  Which  with  my  fcimitar  I'll  cool  to-moirow» 
Patroclus,  let  us  feaft  him  to  the  height* 

ito.^Here  comes  Tberfites. 

Enter  Therfites. 

Achil.  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy  ? 
Thou  cnifty  botch  of  nature,  what's  the  news  ? 

Tber.  Why,  thou  picture  of  what  thou  feem'ft,  and 
idol  of  idiot  worfhippers,  here's  a  letter  for  thee. 

Acbll.  From  whence,  fragment  ? 

Tber,  Why,  thou  full  dim  of  tool,  from  Troy. 

Pat.  Who  keeps  the  tent  now  ? 

Tber,  The  furgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's  wound.  * 

Pat.  Well  faid,  adverfity  $  and  what  need  thefe  tricks  ? 

Tber.  IV y thee  be  filent,  boy,  I  profit  not  by  thy  talk  £ 
thou  art  thought  to  be  Acbillei?  n  *Ie-harlct 

Pat,  Male- harlot,  you  rogue  ?  what's  that  ? 

Tber.  Why,  his  mnfculine  whore.  Now  the  rotten  dif- 
eafes  of  the  fouth,  gats-griping,  ruptures,  catarrhs,  loads 
o*gravel  i'th'  tack,  lethargies,  cold  palfies,  raw  eyes,  dirt- 
rotten  livers,  wheezing  Iunv>s,  bladders  full  of  impoftume, 
fciatica's,  lime-kiin*  i'th'  palm,  tncu.able  bone-ake,  and 
the  rivelPd  fee-fimple  of  the  tetter,  tak<>  and  take  again 
fuch  prepofterous  debaucheries! 

Pat.  Why,  thou  damnable  box  of  envy  thou,  what 
mean'ft  thou  to  curfe  thus? 

Tber.  Do  I  curfe  thee  ? 

•  In  tWs  anfwer  Therjites  only  quibbles  upon  the  word  2W« 
T  2  Pat, 
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Pat.  Why;  no,  you  ruinous  butt,  you  whorfon  indi- 

Itinguimable  cur. 

Tber,  No?  why  art  thou  then  exafperate,  thou  idle 
immaterial  fkein  of  fley'd  rilk  ;  thou  green  farcenet  flap 
for  a  lore  eye  ;  thou  tafTel  of  a  prodigal's  purfe,  thou  ? 
Ah,  how  the  poor  world  is  pefter'd  with  fuch  water-flies, 
diminutives  of  nature! 

Pat,  Nut-gall! 

Tbtr.  Finch- egg! 

Achil.  My  fwcet  Patroclus,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpofe  in  to-morrow's  battel: 
Here-^s  a  letter  from  Queen  Hecuba,  1 
A  taken  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love,  * 
Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
Anloath  that  I  have  fworn.    I  will  not  break  it, 
Tan  Greek,  fail  fame  ;  honour,  or  go,  or  ftay, 
By  major  vows  lyes  here  $  this  I'll  obey. 
Come,  come,  Tberjites,  help  to  trim  my  tent, 
This  night  in  banqueting  muft  all  be  fpent. 
Away,  Patroclus*  [Exeunt  Achilles  and  Patroclus* 

Tber.  With  too  much  blood,  and  too  little  brain,  thefe 
two  may  run  mad:  but  if  with  too  much  brain,  and  too 
little  blood,  they  do,  I'll  be  a  curer  of  mad- men.  Here's 
Agamemnon,  an  honeft  fellow  enough,  and  one  that  loves 
"t*  quails,  but  he  hath  not  fo  much  brain  as  ear-wax  $  and 
the  goodly  transformation  of  Jupiter  there,  his  brother, 
the  bull,  (the  primitive  ftatue,  and  antique  memorial  of 
cuckolds)  a  thrifty  fhoeing- horn  in  a  chain,  hanging  at  his 
brother's  leg  ;  to  what  form,  but  that  he  is  of,  mould  wit 
larded  with  malice,  and  malice  farced  with  wit  turn  him  ? 
to  an  afs  were  nothing,  he  is  both  afs  and  ox  j  to  an  ox 
were  nothing,  he  is  both  ox  and  afs:  to  be  a  dog,  a  mule, 
a  cat,  a  fitchew,  a  toad,  a  lizard,  an  owl,  a  puttock,  or 
a  herring  without  a  roe,  I  would  not  care  j  but  to  be  Me- 
tielaus,  I  would  confpire  againft  deftiny.  Afk  me  not.  what 

*  This  is  a  circumftance  taken  from  the  ftory-book  of  the  three 

deftruftions  of  Troy. 

f  Meaning  wanton  Women :  Quails  being  of  fo  hot  a  con- 
stitution that  it  is  a  proverb  among  the  Frencv,  Chaud  cowm"1  urie 
caille.   And  Des  cailles  coffees  is  an  expreffion  ufed  by  Rabelais. 
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I  would  be,  if  I  were  not  Tberjitet  $  for  I  care  not  to  be 
the  lowfe  of  a  lazar,  fo  I  were  not  Menelaus.  — — 
Hey-day,  fpirits  and  fires! 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Heftor,  Troilus,  Ajax,  Agamemnon,  Ulyffes,  Neftor, 
and  Diomede,  ivitb  lights. 

Aga.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

Ajax,  No,  yonder  'tis,  there  where  we  fee  the  light. 

Heft^  I  trouble  you. 

Ajax.  No,  not  a  whit. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Vlyf.  Here  comes  himfelf  to  guide  you. 

Acbil.  Welcome,  brave  Heelor,  welcome,  Princes  all. 

Aga.  So,  now,  fair  Prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good-night, 
Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 

Heel.  Thanks  and  good-night  to  the  Greek?  General. 

Men.  Good- night,  my  Lord. 

Heel.  Good- night,  fweet  Lord  Menelaus. 

Tber.  Sweet  draff — fweet,  quoth  a  — fweet  fink,  fweet 
fewer. 

Acbil.  Good-night,  and  welcome  both  at  once,  to  thofe 
that  go  or  tarry. 
Aga.  Good-night. 

Acbil.  Old  Nejior  tarries ;  you  too,  Diomede, 
Keep  Heficr  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dio.  I  cannot,  Lord,  I  have  important  bufinefs, 
The  tide  whereof  is  now  ;  good- night,  great  Hector* 

Heft.  Give  me  your  hand. 

Vlyf.  Fi  'low  his  torch,  he  goes  to  Calcbas*  tent: 
I'll  keep  you  company  [To  Troilus* 

Yroi.  Sweet  Sir,  you  honour  me. 

Heel.  And  fo  good-night. 

Acbil.  Come,  came,  enter  my  tent. 

[Exeunt  federally  all  but  Therfites. 

Ther.  That  fame  Diomede" s  a  falfe- hearted  rogue,  a  moft 
unjuft  knave:  I  will  no  more  truft  him  when  he  leers 
than  I  will  a  ferpent  when  he  hifTes :  he  will  fpend  his 
mouth,  and  promife,  like  Brabler  the  hound  ;  but  when 
he  performs,  aftronomers  foretel  it,  that  it  is  prodigious, 
there  will  come  Xomc  change :  the  fua  borrows  of  the 
T  3  ir.ocn, 


2, 1 8         Troilus  and  Creflida.  i 

moon,  when  Dkmede  keeps  his  word.^  I  will  rather  leave 

to  fee  Heeler,  than  not  to  dog  bitn:  they  fay,,  he  keeps  a  s 
'Trojan  drab,  and  ufes  the  traitor  Calcbas  his  tent.   1*11  after 
—Nothing  but  lechery  $  all  incontinent  varlets.  [Exit, 
SCENE    III.     Oilchas'j  Ttnt. 
Enter  Diomede. 
Dio.  "What,  are  you  up  here,  ho?  fpeak. 
Cal.  [Within.]  Who  calls  ? 

Dio.  Diomede  $  Calcbas,  I  think  j  where's  your  daughter  f 
Cal,  [Within,]  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Troilus  and  UlyiTes,  after  them  Therfites. 
tJiyf.  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  dilccver  us. 

Enter  Creflida. 
Troi.  Crejfid  come  forth  to  him  ? 
Dio.  How  now,  my  charge  ? 

Cre.  Now,  mv  fweet  guardian  !  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

[Wbifpn. 

Trot.  Yea,  fo  familiar  ? 
Ufyf,  She  will  ring  to  any  man  at  firft  fight. 
Ther.  And  any  man  may  fing  to  her,  if  he  can  take  her 
cliff.    She's  noted. 

Dio.  Will  you  remember  ?  * 
Cre.  Remember?  ye?. 

Dio%  Nay,  but  do  then  ;  and  let  your  mind  be  coupled 
with  your  words. 

Troi.  What  mould  fhe  remember  ? 
Ufyf.  Lift'. 

Cre.  Sweet  honey  Greek,  tempt  me  no  more  to  folly. 

Iter.  Roguery   1 

Dio.  Nay,  then— — 
Cre*  I'll  tell  you  what. 

Dio.  Pho  !  pho!  come,  tell  a  pin,  you  are  a  forfworr — - 
Cre.  In  faith,  I  cp.n't :  what  would  you  have  me  do? 
Ther.  A  jugling  tiick,  to  be  fecreily  open. 
Dio.  What  did  you  fwear  you  would  bellow  on  me  ? 
Cre.  I  pr'ythee  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath  ? 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  fweet  Greek, 
Dio.  Good  nigh r, 
Troi.  Hold,  patience—— 
Vlyf.  How  now,  Trojan  f 

Cre.  Diomede!  Die* 
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i)io.  No,  no,  good-night:  1*11  be  your  fool  no  more. 

Trot,  Thy  better  muft. 

Cre,  Hark,  one  word  in  your  ear. 

'Trot.  O  plague  and  madnefs  ! 

Uiyf.  You  are  mov'd,  Prince  j  let  us  depart,  I  pray  you, 
Left  your  difpleafure  ffiL/iild  enlarge  it  felt 
To  wrathful  teims:  this  place  is  dangerous ; 
The  time  right  deadly  :  I  beleech  you,  go. 

Trot.  Behold,  I  pray  you  — 

Vlyf.  Good  my  Lord,  go  off: 
.You  fly  to  great  diffraction :  come,  my  Lord. 

Trot.  I  pr'ythee,  flay. 

Ulyf.  You  have  not  patience  ;  come. 

Trot.  I  pray  you,  fby  j  by  hell,  and  by  hell's  torments, 
I  will  not  fpealc  a  word. 

Dio.  And  fo  good  night. 

Cre.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 

Trot.  Doth  that  grieve  thee  ?  O  wither'd  truth ! 

Ulyf,  Why,  how  now,  Lord  ? 

Trot.  By  J  we,  I  will  be  patient. 

Cre.  Guaidian  —  why,  Greek  — 

Dto.  Pho,  pho,  adieu  !  you  palter. 

Cre.  In  faith,  I  do  not:  come  hither  once  again. 

U/yf.  You  make,  my  Lord,  at  fomething  j  will  you  go  ? 
You  will  break  out. 

Trot.  She  ftroaks  his  cheek. 

Utyf-  Come,  come. 

Trot.  Nay,  ftay  j  by  Jove,  I  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  ofTences 
A  guard  of  patience  :  ftay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the  devil  luxury  with  hia  fat  rump  and  po- 
tato finger  tickles  thei'e  together !  fiy,  lechery,  fry  ! 

Dio.  But  will  you  then  ? 

Cre.  In  faith,  I  will  come  $  never  truft  me  elfe. 
Dio.  Give  me  fome  token  for  the  luiety  of  it. 
Cre.  I'll  fetch  you  one. 

[Exit. 

ftyf*  You  have  fworn  patience. 

Troi.  Fear  me  not,  fwcet  Lord, 
I  will  not  be  my  felf,  nor  ha\e  cognition 
pf  what  I  feel :  I  am  all  patience, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV.     Re- enter  Creflida, 

Tbtr,  Now  the  pledge  j  now,  now,  now. 
Cre.  Here,  Diomede  t  keep  this  fleeve. 
Trou  O  beauty  !  where's  thy  faith  ? 
Ulyf,  My  Lord ! 

Trot,  I  will  be  patient,  outwardly  I  will. 
Cre,  You  look  upon  that  fleeve  ?  behold  it  well  i 
He  lov'd  me :  —  O  fa^fe  wench !  —  Give't  me  again* 
Dio.  Whofe  was't? 

Cre,  It  is  no  matter  now  I  have't  again. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-morrow  night: 
I  pr'ythee,  Diomcdc,  vifit  me  no  more. 

Tber.  New  me  mar  pens :  well  faid,  whetftone. 

Dio.  I  mall  have  it. 

Cre,  What,  this? 

Dio,  Ay,  that. 

Cre,  O  all  you  Gods*— O  pretty,  pretty  pledge  ; 
Thy  matter  now  Jyes  thinking  in  his  bed 
Of  thee  and  me,  and  fighs,  and  takes  my  glove, 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kilTes  to  it : 
As  I  kifs  thee.    Nay,  do  not  fnatch  it  from  me. 
He  that  takes  that,  muft  take  my  heart  withal. 

Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  lU 

Troi.  I  did  fwear  patience. 

Cre.  You  mall  not  have  it,  Diomede :  'faith,  you  mail 
not,  I'll  give  you  fomething  elfe. 

Dio,  I  will  have  this :  whofe  was  it  ? 

Cre.  'Tis  no  matter. 

Dio.  Come,  tell  me  whofe  it  was  ? 

Cre,  'Twas  one  that  lov*d  me  better  than  you  will, 
L'ut  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 

Dio,  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Cre,  By  all  Dianas  waiting- women  yonder, 
And  by  her  felf,  I  will  not  tell  you  whofe. 

Dio.  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm, 
And  grieve  his  fpirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Troi.  Wert  thou  the  devil,  and  wor'ft  it  on  thy  horn, 
It  mould  be  challenged. 

Cre,  Well,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  pair  $  and  yet  it  is  not— 
1  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio,  Why  then  farewell  Thcu 
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Thou  never  malt  mock  Diomede  again. 

Cre.  You  mall  not  go  ;  —  one  cannot  fpeak  a  word, 
But  it  ftraight  ftarts  you. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

Trot.  Nor  I,  by  Pluto:  but  that  that  likes  not  you, 
Pkafes  me  belt. 

Dio,  What,  mall  I  come?  the  hour? 

Cre.  Ay,  come:  —  O  Jove!  —  do,  come,'  —  I  mall  be 
plagu'd. 

Dio.  Farewel  'till  then.  [Exit, 

Cre.  Good- night :  I  pr'thee  come. 
Troilus,  farewel  5  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee, 
But  my  heart  with  the  other  eye  doth  fee. — 
Ah  poor  our  fex!  this  fault  in  us  I  find, 
The  error  of  our  eye  directs  our  mind. 
What  error  leads,  muft  err  :  O  then  conclude, 
Minds  fway*d  by  eyes  are  full  of  tuipitude.  [Exit, 
SCENE  V. 

Ther.  A  proof  of  ftrcngth  me  could  not  publi/h  more  j 
Unlefs  me  fay,  my  mind  is  now  turned  *wbore, 

Ulyf.  All's  done,  my  Lord, 

Troi.  It  is. 

Ulyf.  Why  ftay  we  then  ? 

Troi,  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  foul, 
Of  every  fyllable  that  here  was  fpoke: 
But  if  I  tell  how  thefe  two  did  co-act, 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publishing  a  truth? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  heart, 
An  efperance  fo  obftinately  ftrong, 
That  doth  invert  th"  atteft  of  eyes  and  ears  ; 
As  if  thofe  organs  had  deceptious  functions, 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  CreJJid  here  ? 

Ulyf.  I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan, 

Troi.  She  was  not  fure. 

Uyf  Moft  fure  me  was. 

Troi.  Why,  my  negation  hath  no  tafle  of  madnefs. 
Ulyf.  Nor  mine,  my  Lord  :  Crtffid  was  here  but  now. 
Troi.  Let  it  not  be  believed,  for  woman- hood! 
Think  we  had  mothers  $  do  not  give  advantage 

To 
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To  ftubborn  criticks,  apt  w  ithout  a  theme 

For  depravation,  to  fquare  all  the  fex 

By  Creffid's  rule.    Rather  think  this  not  Crejftd* 

Ulyj.  What  hath  Ihe  done,  Prince,  that  can  foil  our 

mothers? 

Trot.  Nothing  at  all,  unlefs  that  this  were  me. 

Tber.  Will  he  fwagger  himfelf  out  of  his  own  eyes  ? 

Tror. This  fhe  ?  No,  this  is  Diomtdt?  Crefiid. 
If  beauty  have  a  foul,  this  is  not  fhe : 
If  fouls  guide  vows,  if  vows  are  fanctimony, 
If  fan&imony  be  the  Gods  delight, 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  it  felf, 
This  is  not  fhe.    O  madnefs  of  difcourfe! 
That  caufe  fet'ft  ur  with  and  againft  thy  felf! 
Bi-fold  authority !  where  reafon  can 
Revolt  without  perdition,  lofs  aflume 
Reafon  wlhout  revolt.    This  is,  and  is  not  Creffid* 
Within  my  loul  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Of  this  ftrange  nature,  that  a  thing  infeparate 
Divides  far  wider  than  the  fky  and  earth, 
And  yet  the  fpacious  breadth  of  this  divifion 
Admits  no  orifice  for  a  point  as  fubtle  ^ 
As  flight  Aracbnt'%  broken  woof,  to  enter. 
Inftance,  O  inftance  !  ftrong  as  P/afo's  gates ; 
CreJJtd  is  mine,  tied  with  the  bonds  f  heav'n; 
Inftance,  O  inftance!  ftrong  as  heav'n  it  felf, 
The  bonds  of  heav'n  are  ilip'd,  d'flblv'd  and  Ioos'd? 
And  with  another  knot  five  -  finger  tied : 
The  fractions  of  her  faith,  orts  of  her  love, 
The  fragments,  fcrapp,  the  bits,  and  greafie-reliques 
Of  her  o'er- eaten  faith,  are  bound  to  Diomede, 
■  Ulyf.  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attach'd 
With  that  which  here  his  pafiion  doth  exprefs? 

Trot,  Ay,  Greek,  and  tjiat  fh'all  be  divulged  well  j 
In  characters  as  red  as  Mart  his  heart 
Jnflam'd  with  Venus—  ne'er  did  young  man  fancy 
With  fo  eternal  ,  and  fo  fix'd  a  foul 
Hark,  Greek,  as  much  as  I  do  Crejfid  love, 
So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomede. 
That  fieeve  is  mine,  that  he'll  bear  in  his  helm  % 

Were 

J 
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Were  it  a  caflc  compos'd  by  Vulcan's  (kill. 
My  fword  mould  bite  it :  not  the  dreadful  fpout, 
Which  fhip-men  do  the  hurricane  call, 
ConftringM  in  mafs  by  the  almighty  fun, 
Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Neptune's  ear 
In  his  defcent,  than  mail  my  prompted  fword 
Falling  on  Diomede. 

Tber.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupy. 

Trot.  O  Creflid!  O  falfe  Crefftd!  falfe,  falfe,  falfc! 
Let  all  untruths  ftand  by  thy  ftained  name, 
And  they'll  feem  glorious. 

Ulyf.  O,  contain  your  felf : 
Your  paflion  draws  ears  hither. 

Enter  /Eneas. 

JEne,  I  have  been  feeking  you  this  hour,  my  Lord : 
Ht&or  by  this  16  arming  him  in  Troy, 
Ajax  your  guard  ftays  to  conduct  you  home, 

Trot.  Have  with  you,  Prince  ;  my  courteous  Lord,  adicj ! 
Farewel,  revolted  fair  1  and,  Diomede, 
Stand  fait,  and  wear  a  caftle  on  thy  head* 

U/yf.  1*11  bring  you  to  the  gates. 

Trot.  Accept  diffracted  thanks, 

[Exeunt  Troilus,  ./Eneas,  and  UlylTes. 

Tber.  Would  I  could  meet  that  rogue  Diomede,  I  would 
croak  like  a  raven:  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode.  Patro 
clui  will  give  me  any  thing  for  the  intelligence  of  this 
"whore:  the  parrot  will  not  do  more  for  an  almond,  ti  tan 
he  for  a  commodious  drab:  letchery,  letchery,  ftill wan 
and  letchery,  nothing  elfe  holds  falhion.  A  burning  devrl 
take  them !  [Exit, 
SCENE  VI.  The  Palace  in  Troy. 
Enter  Hector,  and  Andromache. 

And.  When  was  my  Lord  fo  much  ungently  tempered, 
To  ftop  his  ears  againft  admonishment  ? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 

Heel.  You  train  me  to  offend  you  3  get  you  gone. 
By  all  the  everlafting  Gods,  I'll  go. 

And.  My  dreams  will  lure  prove  ominous  to-day* 

U:cl*  No  more,  I  fay. 

Enter 
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Enter  Caffandra.  , 

Caf.  Where  is  my  brother  HeEior  ? 

And.  Here,  fifler,  arm'd,  and  bloody  in  intent: 
Confort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition  j 
Purfue  we  him  on  knees  5  for  I  have  dreamt 
Of  bloody  turbulence  5  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been  but  mapes  and  forms  of  flaughter. 

Caf.  O,  it  is  true. 

Heel.  Ho  !  bid  my  trumpet  found. 

Caf.  No  notes  of  ially,  for  the  heav'ns,  fweet  brother! 

Heel.  Be  gone,  I  lay  :  the  Gods  have  heard  me  fwear. 

Caf.  The  Gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevifh  vows  5 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  fpotted  livers  in  the  iacrifice. 

And.  O !  be  perfwaded,  do  not  count  it  holy 
To  hurt  by  being  juit  5  it  were  as  lawful 
For  us  to  count  v/e  give  what's  gain'd  by  thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Caf.  It  is  the  purpofe  that  makes  ftrong  the  vow  5 
But  vows  to  every  purpofe  muft  not  hold  : 
Unarm,  fweet  HeEior. 

Het~l.  Hold  you  ftill,  I  fay  ; 
Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate  j 
Life  every  man  holds  dear,  but  the  brave  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious- dear  than  life. 

Enter  Troilus. 
How  now,  young  man?  mean' ft  thou  to  fight  to-day  ? 

And.  CaJJandra,  call  my  father  to  perfwade.  [Exit.  Caf. 

Hetl.  No,  'faith,  young  Troilus ;  doff  thy  harnefs,  youth  : 
I  am  to-day  i'th'  vein  of  chivalry: 
Let  grow  thy  finews  'till  their  knots  be  ftrong, 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brumes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  go  5  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  boy, 
I'll  (tand  to-day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Troy. 

Troi.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in  you) 
Which  better  fits  a  lion  than  a  man. 

Hetl.  What  vice  is  that?  good  Troilus ,  chide  me  for  it. 

Troi.  When  many  times  the  captive  Grecians  fall 
Ev'n  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  fwordj 
You  bid  them  rife,  and  live* 

Heel. 
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tfefl,  O,  'tis  fair  play. 

Trot,  Fools- play,  by  heav'n,  HeHor. 

Heft,  How  now  ?  how  now  ? 

Trot.  For  love  of  all  the  Gods, 
Let's  leave  the  hermit  pity  with  our  mothers  ; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on, 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  fwords, 
Spur  them  to  rueful  work,  rein  them  from  ruth! 

Hett.  Fie,  favage,  fie. 

Troi*  Heflor,  thus  'tis  in  wars. 

IhSi.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to-day* 

Trot,  Who  mould  with- hold  me  ? 
Wot  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mart 
BeckViing  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire  5 
♦lot  Priamus  and  Hicuba  on  knees, 
Their  eyes  o'er-galled  with  recourfe  of  tears  j 
Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  your  true  fword  drawl 
Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  mould  flop  my  way, 
£ut  by  my  ruin. 

SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Priam  and  CaiTandra* 

Caf.  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam,  hold  him  faftt 
He  is  thy  crutch  ;  now  if  thou  lofe  thy  ftay, 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee. 
Fall  all  together, 

Priam,  HeBor,  come,  go  backs 
Thy  wife  hath  dreamt  j  thy  mother  hath  hal  vifioas 
CaJJandra  doth  forefee ;  and  I  my  l'elf 
Am  like  a  prophet,  fuddenly  enrapt, 
To  tell  thee  that  this  day  is  ominous  : 
Therefore  come  back. 

Heft.  Mneat  is  a-field, 
And  I  do  (land  engaged  to  many  Greeks^ 
Ev'n  in  the  faith  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Priam.  But  thou  {halt  not  go. 

Heft,  I  muft  not  break  my  faith  t 
You  know  me  dutiful,  therefore-,  dear  Sir, 
Let  me  not  flinme  refpett  ;  but  give  me  leave 
Y1U,  V 
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To  take  that  co,urfe  by  your  confent  and  voice, 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  Royal  Priam, 

Caf,  O,  Priam,  yield  not  to  him . 

And.  Do  not,  dear  father. 

Heel,  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you. 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in. 

[Exit  Andromache, 

Trot,  This  foolifh,  dreaming,  fuperftitious  girl, 
Makes  all  thefe  bodements. 

Caf,  O  farewel,  dear  Hector  : 
Look  how  thou  dieft  j  look  how  thy  eyes  turn  pale! 
Look  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents ! 
Hark  how  Troy  roars  ;  how  Hecuba  cries  out  5 
How  poor  Andromache  fhrills  her  dolour  forth ! 
Behold  diftradUon,  frenzy  and  amazement, 
Like  witlefs  anticks,  one  another  meet, 
And  all  cry,  Heftor,  Hedor'*  dead!  0  Hedor ! 

Trci,  Away  ! 

Caf.  Farewel:  yet,  foft:  HcBor,  1  take  my  leave  ; 
Thou  do' ft  thy  felt  and  all  our  Troy  deceive,  [Exit* 

Heel,  You  are  amaz'd,  my  Liege,  at  her  exclaim: 
Co  in  and  cheer  the  town,  we'll  forth  and  fight, 
•Do  deeds  worth  praife,  and  tell  you  them  at  night. 

Priam,  Farewel :  the  Gods  with  fafety  ftand  about  thee ! 

[Alarum* 

Trot,  They're  at  it,  hark :  proud  Diomede,  -believe 
S  come  to  lole  my  arm,  or  win  my  fleeve* 
SCENE  VIII. 
Enter  Pandarus. 
Pan,  Do  you  hear,  my  Lord  ?  do  you  hear  ?  , 
Trot,  What  now  ? 

Pan.  Here's  a  letter  come  from  yond  poor  girl, 
Troi,  Let  me  read. 

Pan,  A  whorfon  ptifick,  a  whorfon  rafcally  ptifick  fo 
troubles  me,  an,d  the  foolifh  fortune  of  this  girl,  and  what 
one  thing  and  what  another,  that  I  mall  leave  you  one 
o'thefe  days  5  and  I  have  a  rheum  in  mine  eyes  too,  and 
fuch  an  ach  in  my  bones,  thai  unlefs  a  man  were  curft,  I 
cannot  tell  what  to  think  on't.    What  fay§  foe,  there  ? 

Troh 
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Tro/.  Words, words  ,meer  words ;  no  matter  from  the  heart* 
Th'  effedt  doth  operate  another  way.     [Tearing  the  letter. 
Go  wind  to  wind,  there  turn  and  change  together : 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  /till  fhe  feeds  5 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds. 

Pan,  Why,  but  hear  you  — — — 

Trot.  Hence,  brothel- lacquy!  ignominy  and  fhame 
Purfue  thy  life,  and  Jive  ay  with  thy  name!  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  IX. 
The  field  between  Troy  and  the  Camp* 
[Alarum.]       Enter  Therfite?. 

¥ber.  Now  they  are  clapper-clawing  one  another,  I'll 
£0  look  on  :  that  dilTembling  abominable  varlet,  Diomede, 
has  got  that  fame  fcurvy,  doating,  foolifh  young  knave't 
fleeve  of  Troy  there  in  his  helm:  I  would  fain  fee  them 
meet;  that,  that  fame  young  Trojan  afs  that  loves  the. 
whore  there  might  fend  that  Greekijh  whore- mafterly  vil- 
lain, with  the  fleeve,  back  to  the  dilTembling  luxurious 
xlrab,  of  a  fleevelefs  errand.  O'th'  other  Side,  the  policy 
of  thofe  crafty  fneering  rafcals,  that  ftale  old  moufe-eatea 
tlry  cheefe  Nefior,  and  that  fame  dog-fox  Ulyjfis,  is  not 
provM  worth  a  blackberry.  They  fet  me  up  in  policy  that 
mungril  cur  Ajax,  againft  that  dog  of  as  bad  a  kind  Achilla* 
And  now  is  the  cur  Ajax  prouder  than  the  cur  Achilles,  and 
will  not  arm  to-day.  Whereupon  the  Grecian  begin  ta 
proclaim  barbarifm,  and  policy  grows  into  an  ill  opinion^ 

Enter  Diomede  and  Troilur, 
Soft— —here  comes  fleeve,  and  t'other, 

Troi.  Fly  not;  for  fliould'ft  thou  take  the  river  Styx, 
I  would  fwim  after, 

Dio.  Thou  doft  mifcall  Retire: 
I  do  not  fly,  but  advantageous  care 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude  ; 
Have  at  thee !  [They  go  off  fighting, 

Tbcr,  Hold  thy  whore,  Grecian:  now  for  thy  whore 
Trojan  :  now  the  fleeve,  now  the  fleeve,  now  the  lleeve ! 
SCENE    X.     Enter  Heftor. 

He&.  What  art  thou,  Greek  f  art  thou  for  HeSlor\ 
match  ?  Art  thou  of  blood  and  honour  ? 

U  a  Thx. 
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Tbef-.  No,  no :  I  am  a  rafcal  5  a  fcurvy  railing  knave  $ 
*  very  filthy  rogue. 

Heft.  I  do  believe  thee— —live.  [Exit. 

Tber,  God-a-mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  me  3  but  a 
plague  break  thy  neck  for  frighting  me !  What's  become 
of  the  wenching  rogues  ?  I  think  they  have  fwallowM  one 
another.  I  would  laugh  at  that  miracle  — yet  in  a  fort, 
letchery  eats  it  felf :  I'll  feek  them.  [Exit, 
Enter  Diomede  and  Servant, 

Dio»  Go  go,  my  fervant,  take  thou  Troilui*  horfe, 
Prefent  the  fair  fteed  to  my  Lady  Crejfid  : 
Fellow,  commend  my  feivice  to  her  beauty: 
Tell  her.  I  have  chaftis'd  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof. 

Ser.  I  go,  my  Lord.  [Exit  Servant, 

SCENE    XI.     Enter  Agamemnon, 

Aga.  Renew,  renew :  the  fierce  Polydamat 
Hath  beat  down  Menon :  baftard  Margarelon  * 
Hath  Doreus  prifoner, 
And  ftands  Coloflus-wife,  waving  his  beam 
Upon  the  pafhed  corfes  of  the  Kings 
Epijiropus  and  Odius.    Polyxenus  is  flain  5 
Ampbimacus  and  Tboas  deadly  hurt ; 
Patroclui  ta'en  or  flaiu,  and  Palamedei 
Sore  hurt  and  bruis'd  j  the  dreadful  Sagittary  "f 
Appalls  our  numbers :  hafte  we,  Diemede, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  peiifh  all. 
Enter  Meftor. 

Nefi.  Go  bear  Patroclui'  body  to  Achilla, 
And  bid  the  fnail-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  /hame# 
There  are  a  thoufnnd  Heflon  in  the  field  : 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galatbe  \.  his  horfe, 

*  The  introducing  a  baftard  fon  of  King  Priam,  under  the  nam* 
ef  Margarelon,  is  one  of  the  circumftances  taken  from  the  ftory- 
book  of  the  three  deftruftions  of  T roy. 

t  This  is  a  fiftion  taken  from  the  old  Story-book  which  makes  a 
King  to  come  from  far  to  the  affiftance  of  Troy  with  an  armed 
force,  and  with  it  a  marvellous  beaft  call'd  Sagittary,  half  Man 
half  horfe,  which  made  great  havock  among  the  Greeks,  and  ftruck 
terror  through  their  army. 

4  Fsam  the  ias»e  book  is  taken  this  name  given  to  HtSiwt  horfe, 

And 
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And  there  lacks  work  ;  anon  he's  there  a-foot, 
And  there  they  fly  or  dye,  like  fcaled  fhoals 
Before  the  belching  whale:  then  is  he  yonder, 
And  there  the  ftrawy  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge, 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  fwath  ; 
Here,  there,  and  ev'ry  where,  he  leaves  and  takes  5 
Dexterity  fo  obeying  appetite, 
That  what  he  will,  he  does ;  and  does  fo  much, 
That  proof  is  call'd  impofiibility. 

Enter  Ulyfles. 

Ufyf.  O,  courage,  courage,  Princes !  great  Acbillet 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curling,  vowing  vengeance  j 
Patroclus''  wounds  have  rouz'd  his  drowfie  blood, 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  nofelefs,  handlefs,  hackt  and  chipt,  come  to  him, 
Crying  on  Hector.    Ajax  hath  loft  a  friend, 
And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it, 
Roaring  for  Troilus,  who  hath  done  to-day 
Mad  and  fantaftick  execution  : 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himfelf, 
With  fuch  a  carelefs  force,  and  forcelefs  care, 
As  if  that  luck  in  very  fpite  of  cunning 
Bad  htm  win  all. 

SCENE    XII.     Enter  Ajax. 
x  Ajax,  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus  I  [Exit* 

Dio.  Ay,  there,  there. 

Neji.  So,  fo,  we  draw  together.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Achilles. 
t     Achil.  Where  is  this  Hetfor  ? 
Come,  come,  thou  boy-killer,  mew  me  thy  face: 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 
Heclor!  where's  Ueclor  f  I  will  none  but  ReEhr,  [Exit, 
Re-enter  Ajax. 
Ajax.  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus,  mew  thy  head. 

Re-enter  Diomede. 
Dio.  Troilus,  I  fay,  where* s  Troilus? 
Ajax.  What  wouldfl:  thou  ? 
Dio.  I  would  correct  him. 

Ajjx.Vfcxz  I  the  General,  thou  ihould'rt  have  my  office, 
U  3  Ere 
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'3Ere  that  correction :  Troilus,  I  fay,  what,  Troilusi 
Enter  Troilus. 
Troi.  Oh  traitor  Diomede!  turn  thy  falfe  face,  thou  traitor<> 
And  pay  thy  life,  thou  oweft  me  for  my  horfe. 
J)io.  Ha,  art  thou  there  ? 
Ajax,  I'll  right  with  him  alone :  ftand  Diomede* 
Die  No,  he  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  on. 
Trot,  Come  both,  you  cogging  Greeks,  have  at  you  both* 

[Exeunt  fighting* 

Enter  Hector. 

ffeff.  Yea,  Troilus!  O  well  fought !  my  youngeft  brother. 
Enter  Achilles. 

<Achilt  Now  do  I  fee  thee  5  now  have  at  thee,  Heflor, 

Heff.  Paufe,  if  thou  wilr.  [Figkt* 

Acbil.  I  do  difdain  thy  courtefie,  proud  Trojan, 
Be  happy  that  my  arms  are  out  of  ufe, 
My  reft  and  negligence  befriend  thee  now, 
But  thou  anon  malt  hear  of  me  again  i 
*Till  when,  go  feek  thy  fortune.  [Exit* 

He&.  Fare  thee  well ; 
I  would  have  been  much  more  a  fremer  man, 
Had  I  expected  thee.    How  now,  my  brother  ? 

Enter  Trcilus. 

Troi.  A] ax  hath  ta*en  JEneas  3  mall  it  be  ? 
,&o,  by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  heav'n, 
He  fhall  not  carry  him:  I'll  be  taken  too, 
Or  bring  him  off:  Fate,  hear  me  what  I  fay  • 
1  reck  not,  though  thou  end  my  life  to-day.  [i«#/V. 
Enter  One  in  armour, 

HeB,  Stand,  (land,  thou  Greek,  thou  art  a  goodly  marks 
No  ?  wilt  thou  not  ?  I  like  thy  armour  well, 
I'll  fruih  it,  and  unlock  the  rivets  all, 
But  I'll  be  mafter  of  it ;  wilt  thou  not,  beaft,  abide  ? 
Why  then  fly  on,  I'll  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide.  [Exit* 
Enter  Achilles  with  Myrmidons. 

Acbil.  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Myrmidons, 
Mark  what  I  fay,  attend  me  where  I  wheel  5 
Strike  not  a  ftroke,  but  keep  your  felves  in  breath  5 
sAmi  wjhen.  i  iiavf  ihe.  bloody  H§cl$r  feund, 

Era* 
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tmpale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about : 
In  felleft  manner  execute  your  arms. 
Follow  me,  Sirs,  and  my  proceeding  eye  : 
It  is  decreed  — HeBor  the  great  muft  die.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  XIII. 
Enter  Therfites,  Menelaus  and  Paris. 
Tber.  The  cuckold,  and  the  cuckold -maker  are  at  it; 
now  bull,  now  dog  $  'loo,  Paris,  'loo ;  now  my  double- 
hen'd  fparrow  ;  'loo,  Paris,  'loo  ;  the  bull  has  the  game  : 
•ware  horns,  ho.  [Exeunt  Paris  and  Menelaus, 

Enter  Baftard. 
Baft,  Turn,  Have,  and  fight, 
Ther.  What  art  thou  ? 
Baft.  A  baftard  Ton  of  Priam's. 

Tber.  I  am  a  baftard  too,  I  love  baflards.  I  am  a  ha- 
zard begot,  baftard  inftrucled,  baftard  in  mind,  baftard  ia 
valour,  in  every  thing  illegitimate:  one  bear  will  not  bite 
another,  and  wherefore  mould  one  baftard  }  take  heed,  the 
quarrel's  moft  ominous  to  us :  If  the  fon  of  a  whore  fight 
for  a  whore,  he  tempts  judgment:  farewel,  baftard. 

Baft.  The  devil  take  thee,  coward!  [Extunt, 
SCENE  XIV. 
Enter  Hector. 

UetJ.  Moft  putrified  core,  fo  fair  without ! 
Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  coft  thy  life. 
Now  is  my  day's  work  done ;  I'll  take  my  breath  I 
Reft,  fword,  thou  haft  thy  fill  of  blood  and  death, 
Enter  Achilles  and  bis  Myrmidons, 

Achil.  Look,  Heftor,  how  the  fun  begins  to  fet  \ 
How  ugly  night;  comes  breathing  at  his  heels  i 
Ev'n  with  the  veil  and  darkning  of  the  fun, 
To  clofe  the  day  up,  Heftor^s  life  is  done. 

Heft.  I  am  unarm'd,  forego  this  vantage,  Creel, 

Acbil.  Strike,  fellows,  ftrike,  this  is  the  man  I  leek.  * 
[Tbey  fall  upon  Hettor,  and  kill  bim% 
$0,  lliont  fall  thou  next,    Now,  Troy,  fink  down: 

*  This  particular  of  Achilles  overpowering  Htfiw  by  aumberv 
is  takf*  ftfjg  tfu  ola  Story  bw^K, 
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Here  lyes  thy  heart,  thy  finews  and  thy  bone. 
On,  Myrmidons,  and  cry  you  alJ  amain, 
Achilles  hath  the  mighty  Hector  Jlain. 
Hark,  a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  park 

Myr.  The  Trojan  trumpets  found  the  like,  my  Lord. 

Achil.  The  dragon  wing  of  night  o'erfpreads  the  earth, 
And,  ftickler-like,  the  armies  feparates  5  * 
Come,  tye  his  body  to  my  horfes  tail: 
Altng  the  field  I  will  the  Trojan  trail.  [Exeunt, 
[Sound  retreat.  Shout, 
Enter  Agamemnon,  Ajax,  Menelaus,  Neftor,  Diomede, 
and  the  reft,  marching, 

Aga,  Hark,  hark,  what  mout  is  that  ? 

Neft.  Peace,  drums. 

Sol,  Achilles!  Achilles!  floor's  flain!  Achilles! 

Dio.  The  bruit  is,  HecJor's  flain,  and  by  Achilles, 

Ajax.  If  it  is  fo,  yet  braglefs  let  it  be : 
Great  HcBor  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

Aga.  March  patiently  along ;  let  one  be  fent 
To  ptay  Achilles  fee  us  at  our  tent. 
If  in  his  death  the  Gods  have  us  befriended, 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  fharp  wars  are  ended. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  XV. 
Enter  ^Eneas,  Paris,  Antenor,  and  Deiphobus. 
JEr.e.  Stand,  ho  !  yet  are  we  matters  of  the  field, 
Never  go  home,  here  ftarve  we  out  the  night. 

Enter  Troilus. 
Tr:i.  Heeler  is  flain. 
All.  Hetlor!  —  the  Gods  forbid! 
Troi,  He's  dead,  and  at  the  murtherer's  horfe's  tail 
In  beafily  fort  dragg'd  through  the  fhameful  field. 
Frown  on,  you  heav'ns,  effect:  your  rage  with  fpeed  $ 
Sit,  Gods,  upon  your  thrones,  and  fmite  all  Troy 
I  fay  at  once  ;  let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy, 

*  the  armies  feparates ; 

My  half-fupt  fword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed, 
Pleas'd  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed* 
Come,  tye  &c . 

And 
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And  linger  not  our  fure  deftru&ions  on! 

Mne,  My  Lord,  you  do  difcomfort  all  the  hoft. 
Trot,  You  underftand  me  not,  that  tell  rr.c  fo; 

I  do  not  fpeak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death, 

But  dare  all  imminence,  that  Gods  and  men 

Addrefs  their  dangers  in.    Uecior  is  gone ! 

Who  mall  tell  Priam  fo  ?  or  Hecuba  ? 

Let  him  that  will  a  fcrietch-owl  aye  be  called, 

Go  in  to  Troy,  and  fay  there,  Hector' j  dead: 

That  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  ftone  ; 

Make  wells  and  rivers  of  the  maids  and  wives  J 

Cold  ftatues  of  the  youth  $  and  in  a  word, 

Scare  Troy  out  of  it  felf.    But  march  away, 

HeSior  is  dead  :  there  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Stay  yet,  you  vile  abominable  tents, 

Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  plains : 

Let  Titan  rife  as  early  as  he  dare, 

I'll  through  and  through  you.  And  thou,  great- fiz'd  cowarij 
No  fpace  of  earth  mall  Hinder  our  two  hates, 
1*11  haunt  thee,  like  a  wicked  confeience  itilJ, 
That  mouldeth  goblins  fwift  as  frenfy's  thoughts* 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy !  with  comfort  go ; 
Hope  of  revenge  mall  hide  our  inward  woe. 

Enter  Pandarus, 

Pan,  But  hear  you,  hear  you. 

Trot,  Hence,  brothel- lacquy  5  ignominy,  fhame 

[Strikes  bimt 

Purfue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name.  [Exeunt* 
Pan,  A  goodly  med'eine  for  mine  aking  bones!  Oh 
world!  world!  world!  thus  is  the  poor  agent  defph-M :  Oh, 
traitors  and  bawds,  how  earneftly  are  you  fet  at  work,  and 
how  ill  requited !  why  Ihould  our  endeavour  be  fo  lov'd, 
and  the  performance  fo  loath'd  ?  what  veife  for  it?  what 
inftance  for  it  ?  —  let  me  fee  — 
Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  fing, 
•Till  he  hath  loft  his  honey  and  his  lting  ; 
But  being  once  fubdu'd  in  armed  tail, 
Sweet  honey  and  fvveet  notes  together  fail. 
6ood  traders  in  the  fleih,  fet  this  in  your  paiattd  cloths— 

As 
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As  many  as  be  here  of  Pandar's  hall, 

Your  eyes  half  out  weep  out  at  Pandars  fall ; 

Or  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  forne  groans, 

Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aking  bones. 

Brethren  and  fitters  of  the  hold-door  trade, 

Some  two  months  hence  my  will  mall  here  be  made  ? 

It  mould  be  now  ;  but  that  my  fear  is  this, 

*  Some  galled  goofe  of  Winchtfler  would  hifs ; 

'Till  then,  I'll  fweat,  and  feek  about  for  eafes, 

And  at  that  time  bequeath  you  my  difeafes.  [Exit* 

•  ■  The  Dubiick  flews  were  anciently  under  tti9  jurifdi&ion  of  the 

Bifliop  of  mntbejler. 
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CYMBELINE,  King  of  Britain. 
Cloten,  Son  to  the  ^ueen  by  a  formtr  Uufband, 
Leonatus  Posthumus,  a  gentleman  in  love  with  the 

Princefs,  and  privately  married  to  her. 
Guiderius,  7  Difguis^d  under  the  names  of  Paladour  and 
Arviragus,5    Cadwal,  fuppofed  Sons  to  Belhrius. 
Bellarius,  a  banifhed  Lord,  difguifed  under  the  name  of 

Morgan. 

Phi  la  rio,  an  Italian,  Friend  to  Pofthumui. 

Iachimo,  Friend  to  Philario. 

C a ius  Lucius,  Ambajfador  from  Rome. 

Pi  s  an i  o ,  Servant  to  Pofthumus. 

A  French  Gentleman,  Friend  to  Philario. 

Cornelius,  a  Doclory  Servant  to  the  ^ueeu* 
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Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  formtr  f$ueeitt 
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Rome  j  for  the  rejl  of  the  Play  in  Britain. 

Story  partly  taken  from  Boccace'j  Decameron,  day  z,  my,  9, 
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No  more  obey  the  heart  ev'n  than  oar 


2  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter  ? 


courtiers', 
But  feem  as  do  the  King's. 


i  Gent.  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of  's  Kingdom  (whom 
He  purpos'd  to  his  wife's  fole  fon,  a  widow 
That  late  he  married)  hath  referred  her  fcif  „ 
Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy  gentleman. 
She's  wedded,  her  hufband  banifli'd,  (lie  imprifon'd. 
All's  outward  forrow,  though  I  think  the  King 
Be  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

a  Gent,  None  but  the  King  ? 

l  Gent,  He  that  hath  loft  her  too :  fo  is  the  Queen, 
That  moft  defir'd  the  match.    But  not  a  courtier, 
(Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  King's  looks)  but  hath  a  heart  that  is 
Clad  at  the  thing  they  fcoul  at, 

a  Gent.  And  why  lo  ? 

I  Gent.  He  that  hath  milVd  the  Princefs,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report :  and  he  that  hath  her, 
(I  mean  that  marry  d  her,  alack  good  man  I 
And  therefore  banifli'd)  is  a  creature  fuch, 
As  to  feek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  fomething  failing 
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In  him  that  mould  compare.    I  do  not  think, 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  fuch  Huff"  within 
Endows  a  man  but  him. 

2  Gent.  You  fpeak  him  far* 

1  Gent,  I  don't  extend  him,  Sir ;  within  himfelf 
Crufh  him  together  rather,  than  unfold 
His  meafure  fully. 

2  Gent.  What's  his  name  and  birth  ? 
I  Gent .  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root  i  his  father 

Was  callM  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honour 
Againft  the  Romans,  with  Cajfibelan, 
But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius,  whom 
He  ferv'd  with  glory  and  admir'd  fuccefsj 
So  gainM  the  fur- addition,  Leonatus  : 
And  had,  befides  this  gentleman  in  queftion, 
Two  Gther  fons  j  who  in  the  wars  o'th'  time 
Dy'd  with  their  fwords  in  hand.    For  which  thf-ir  father, 
(Then  old  and  fond  of  iffue)  took  fuch  forrow 
That  he  quit  being  5  and  his  gentle  Lady 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  deceas'd, 
As  he  was  born.    The  King,  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his  protection,  calls  him  Poftbutnus, 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber, 
Puts  to  him  all  the  learnings  that  his  time 
CouJd  make  him  the  receiver  of,  which  he  took 
As  we  do  air,  faft  as  'twas  miniftred. 
His  fpring  became  a  harveft:  he  liv'd  in  Court 
(Which  rare  it  is  to  do,)  moll  prais'd,  moft  lov'd, 
A  fample  to  the  young'ft  j  to  the  more  mature, 
A  glafs  that  featur'd  them  $  and  to  the  graver, 
A  child  that  guided  dotards.    For  his  miftrefs, 
(For  whom  he  now  is  banim'd)  her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  me  efleem'd  him  and  his  virtue. 
By  her  election  may  be  truly  read 
What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2  Gent,  I  honour  him,  even  out  of  your  report* 
But-  teli  me,  is  me  fole  child  to  the  King  ? 

i  Gent.  His  only  child. 
He  hsd  two  fons,  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
ftfarjc  it)  the  eldeft  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
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t'th'  fwathing  cloaths  the  other,  from  their  nurfery 
Were  llol'n  5  and  to  this  hour,  no  guefs  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 

1  Gent,  Some  twenty  years. 

2  Gent,  That  a  King**  children  mould  be  fo  convey  *d{ 
So  flackly  guarded,  and  the  fearch  fo  flow 

That  could  not  trace  them!' — —  • 

1  Gent,  Howfoe'er  'tis  Grange, 

Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at, 
Yet  is  it  true,  Sir. 

2  Gent.  I  do  well  believe  you, 

I  Gent,  We  muft  forbear.  Here  comes  the  gentleman, 
The  Queen,  and  Princefs.  [Exeunti 

SCENE  II. 
"Enter  the  Queen,  Poilhumus,  Imogen ,  and  Attendant^ 

Qaeen,  No,  be  aflur'd  you  mall  not  find  me,  daughter^ 
After  the  flander  of  moft  ftep-mothers, 
JU-ey'd  unto  you:  you're  my  pris'ner,  but 
Your  goaler  mall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  reftraint.    For  you,  Pojlbutfluf^ 
So  foon  as  I  can  win  th'  offended  King, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate  :  marry  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him,  and  'twere  good 
You  lcan'd  unto  his  fentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wifdom  may  inform  you. 

Pofl.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

Queen,  You  know  the  peril : 
I'll  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affecHons,  though  the  King 
Hath  charp'd  you. mould  not  ipealc  together.  [Exit, 

Imo.  DifTembling  courtefie  !  how  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  fhe  wounds'  My  deareft  hufband, 
I  iomething  fear  my  father's  wrath,  but  nothing 
(Always  referv'd  my  holy  duty)  whit 
His  rage  can  do  on  me.    You  muft  be  gone, 
And  I  mall  here  abide  the  hourly  (hot 
Of  angry  eyes :  not  comforted  to  live, 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  worlds 
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That  I  may  fee  again. 

Poft.  My  Queen  !  my  miftrefs! 

0  Lady,  weep  no  more,  left  I  give  caufe 
To  be  fufpe&ed  of  mote  tendernefs 
Than  doth  become  a  man.    I  will  remain 

The  loyall'ft  hufband,  that  did  e'er  plight  troth  j 

My  refidence  in  Rome,  at  one  Pbilario's, 

Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 

Known  but  by  letter ;  thither  write,  my  Queen, 

And  with  mine  eyas  1*11  drink  the  words  you  fend, 

Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Re-enter  Gjueen, 

Queen.  Ee  brief,  I  pray  you  5 
If  the  King  come,  I  mail  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  difpleafure— yet  I'll  move  him  [Afide* 
To  walk  this  way  5  I  never  do  him  wrong, 
But  he  buys  off  my  injuries  to  be  friends, 
Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  [Exit* 

Poft.  Should  we  be  taking  leave 
As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  lothnefs  to  depart  would  grow :  adieu, 

Imo.  Nay,  ftay  a  little 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  your  felf, 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.    Look  here,  love, 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's  ;  take  it,  heart, 
But  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Poft.  How,  how  ?  another! 
You  gentle  Gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have, 
And  fear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death.    Remain,  remain  thou  here, 

[Putting  on  the  ring. 
While  fenfe  can  keep  thee  on  ?  and  fweeteft,  faireft, 
As  I  my  poor  felf  did  exchange  for  you 
To  your  fo  infinite  lofs  5  fo  in  our  trifles 

1  ftill  win  of  you.    For  my  fake  wear  this  j 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love,  I'll  place  it 

[Putting  a  bracelet  on  her 

Upon  this  faireft  prisoner. 
Imo.  O  the  Gods ! 

Wfcn 


Cymbeline.  241 

When  (Kail  we  fee  again  ? 

SCENE    IIT.     Enter  Cymbeline,  and  Lords. 
Poji.  Alack,  the  King! 

Cym.  Thou  bafeft  thing,  avoid,  hence,  from  my  fight: 
If  after  this  command  thou  fraught  the  Court 
With  thy  unworthinefs,  thou  dy'ft.  Away! 
Thou'rt  poifon  to  my  blood. 

Poji.  The  Gods  protect  you, 
And  blefs  the  good  remainders  of  the  Court ! 
I'm  gone.  [Exit, 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  fharp  than  this  is. 

Cym.  O  difloyal  thing, 
That  fhouhfft  repair  my  youth,  thcu  heaped  many 
A  tor's  age  on  me. 

Imo.  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
Harm  not  your  lelf  with  your  vexation  ; 
I'm  fenfelels  of  your  wrath  ;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fear?. 

Cym.  Paft  grace  ?  obedience  ? 

Imo.  Paft  hope,  and  in  defpair  ;  that  way  paft  gra^e* 

Cym.  Thou  might* ft  hate  had  the  fole  fon  of  my  Queen* 

Imo.  O  bleft  that  I  might  not  1  I  chofe  an  eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock. 

Cym.  Thou  took'ft  a  beggar ;  would'ft  have  made  my 
A  feat  for  bafenefs.  [throne 

Ima.  No,  I  rather  added 
A  luftre  to  it. 

Cym.  O  thou  vile  one ! 

Imo.  Sir, 

It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Poftbumus: 
You  bred  him  as  my  play- fellow  ;  he  is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman  ;  over- buys  me 
Almoft  the  fum  he  pays, 

Cym.  What  ?  art  thou  mad  ? 

Imo.  Almoft,  Sir;  heav*h  reftore  me!  would  I  were 
A  neat-herd's  daughter,  and  my  Lconatus 
Our  neighbour- (hepherd's  fon! 

Enter  Queen, 
Cym,  Thou  foolifh  thing ! 

X  3  They 
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They  were  again  together,  you  have  done 
Not  after  our  command.   Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen.  'Befeech  your  patience ;  peace, 
Dear  lady  daughter,  peace.    Sweet  Sovereign, 
Leave  us  t'  our  felves,  and  make  your  felf  fome  comfort 
Out  of  your  beft  advice, 

Cym.  Nay,  let  her  languifh 
A  drop  of  blood  a-day,  and  being  aged 
Die  of  this  folly.  [Exit* 
Enter  Pifanio. 

Queen.  Fie,  you  mull:  give  way  : 
Here  is  your  fervant.    How  now,  Sir  ?  what  news  ? 

Pif.  My  Lord  your  fon  drew  on  my  mafter# 

Queen.  Hah! 
No  harm,  I  truft,  is  done  ? 

Pif.  There  might  have  been, 
But  that  my  mafter  rather  play'd  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  anger:  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queen.  I'm  very  glad  on't. 

Jmo.  Your  fon's  my  father's  friend,  he  takes  his  part, 
To  draw  upon  an  exile:  O  brave  S,ir! 
I  would  they  were  in  Ajrick  both  together, 
My  felf  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 

goer- back.    Why  came  you  from  your  mafter? 

Pif.  On  his  command  5  he  would  not  fuffer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven :  left  thefe  notes 
Of  what  commands  I  mould  be  fubjeft.  to, 
When't  pleafe  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen.  This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  fervant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour 
He  will  remain  fo. 

Pif.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 

Queen,  Pray  walk  a  while. 

Jmo.  About  fome  half  hour  hence,  pray  fpeak  with  mtj 
You  mall,  at  leaft,  go  fee  my  Lord  aboard. 
For  this  time  leave  me.  ■  [Exeunt* 
v     SCENE    IV.     Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords. 
2  Lord.  Sir,  I  would  adviie  you  to  fliift  a  (hut  5  the 

violence 
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Tiolence  of  action  hath  made  you  reck  as  a  facrifice.  Where 
air  comes  out,  air  comes  in  :  there's  none  abroad  fo  whol- 
fome  as  that  you  vent. 

Cht.  If  my  m<rt  were  bloody,  then  to  fhift  it  — — 
Kave  I  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lord.  No,  'faith,  not  fo  much  as  his  patience.  [AJide, 

X  Lord.  Hurt  him  ?  his  body's  a  paflable  carcafs  if  he  be 
not  hurt.    It  is  a  thorough- fare  for  fteel  if  it  be  not  hurt, 

2  Lord*  His  fteel  was  in  debt,  it  went  o*  th'  back- fide 
the  town.  \AJide. 

Clot.  The  villain  would  not  ftand  me. 

a  Lard*  No,  but  he  fed  forward  ftill,  toward  your  face. 

1  Lord.  Stand  you  ?  you  have  land  enough  of  your  own  ; 
tut  he  added  to  your  having,  gave  you  fome  ground, 
a  Lord*  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans,  puppies  ! 

[Aftde. 

Clot.  I  would  t.h?y  had  not  come  between  us. 

a  Lord.  So  would  I,  'till  you  had  meafured  how  Jong  a 
fool  you  were  upon  the  ground.  [AJide, 

Clot.  And  that  me  mould  love  this  fellow,  and  refule  me  \ 

a  Lord.  If  it  be  a  fin  to  make  a  true  election,  fhe's 
damn'd.  [AJidc. 

1  Lord.  Si»,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and  her 
brain  go  not  together.  She's  a  good  fign,  but  I  have  feen 
fmall  reflection  of  her  wit. 

2  Lord.  She  mines  not  upon  fools,  left  the  reflection 
Ihould  hurt  her.  [Afide. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber:  would  there  had  been 
fome  hurt  done ! 

2  Lord.  I  with  not  fo  ;  unlefs  it  had  been  the  fall  of  r.n 
afs,  which  is  no  great  hurt.  \Afule* 

Clot.  You'll  go  with  us  ? 

1  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  Lordmip* 
Clot.  Nay,  come,  let's  go  together. 

2  Lord.  Well,  my  Lord.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    V.     Imogen**  Apartment. 
Enter  Imogen ,  and  Pifanio. 
Jmo.  I  would  thou  grew'ft  unto  the  mores  0*  th*  haven, 
And  qucilioned'il  every  fail-,  if  he  mould  write, 

And 
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And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  as  a  paper  loft 
With  ofter'd  mercy  in  it.    What  was  the  la^ 
That  he  fpake  with  thee  ? 

Pif,  'Twas,  Hi*  Queen,  bis^ueenf 

Ime,  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief? 

Pif.  And  kifs'd  it,  Madam. 

Imo.  Senfelefs  Jinnen,  happier  therein  than  Is 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pif.  No,  Madam  5  for  fo  long 
As  he  could  mark  me  with  his  eye,  or  I 
Diftinguim  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief, 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  ftirs  of 's  mind 
Could  beft  exprefs  how  flow  his  foul  fail'd  on, 
How  fwift  his  fhip. 

Imo.  Thou  fhould'ft  have  made  him  ev'n 
As  little  as  a  crow,  or  lefs,  ere  left 
To  after- eye  him. 

Pif.  Madam,  fo  I  did. 

Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-firings  j  crackt'em,  hut 
To  look  upon  him  5  *tiil  the  diminution, 
From  fpace,  had  pointed  him  fharp  as  my  needle  j 
Nay,  follow'd  him,  'till  he  had  melted  from 
The  fmallnefs  of  a  gnat,  to  air  j  and  then 
Have  turn'd  mine  eye,  and  wept  —  but,  good  Pifanit^ 
When  fhall  we  hear  from  him  ? 

Pif.  Be  affiled,  Madam, 
With  his  next  vantage. 

Imo,  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Moft  pretty  things  to  fay  :  ere  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  on  him  at  certain  hours, 
Such  thoughts,  and  fuch  5  or  I  could  make  him  fwear, 
The  She's  of  Italy  Zhou  Id  not  betray 
Mine  intereft,  and  his  honour ;  or  could  charge  him 
At  the  fixth  hour  of  morn,  at  noon,  at  midnight, 
T'  encounter  me  with  orifons,  (for  then 
I  am  in  heav'n  for  him)  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kifs  which  I  had  fet 
Uetwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  mv  father^ 

An4 
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And  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north, 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  blowing. 

Enter  a  Lady, 

Lady.  The  Queen,  Madam, 
Derives  your  Highnefs'  company. 

Into,  Thofe  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  difpatch'd. 
I  will  attend  the  Queen. 

Pif,  Madam,  I  mall.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    VI.  Rome. 
Enter  Philario,  Iachimo,  and  a  French  man, 

Iacb,  Believe  it,  Sir,  I  have  feen  him  in  Britain ;  he 
was  then  but  crefcent,  none  expected  him  to  prove  fo 
worthy  as  fince  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name  of :  I  could 
ihen  have  look'd  on  him,  without  the  help  of  admiration  ; 
though  the  catalogue  of  his  endowments  had  been  tabled 
try  his  fide,  and  I  to  perufe  him  by  Items, 

Phi!,  You  fpeak  of  him  when  he  was  lefs  furninYd  than 
now  he  is,  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without  and 
within. 

French,  I  have  feen  him  in  France ;  we  had  very  many 
there  could  behold  the  fun  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

Iacb,  This  matter  of  marrying  his  King's  daughter, 
{wherein  he  m.uft  be  weighed'  rather  by  her  value,  than 
liis  own)  wprds  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the 
matter. 

French.  And  then  his  bantmment  — ■ 

Iacb.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  thofe  that  weep  this 
lamentable  civorce  under  her  colours,  are  wonderfully  to 
extend  him  ;  be  it  but  to  fortifie  her  judgment,  which  elfe 
an  eafie  battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  beggar  without 
more  quality.  But  how  comes  it  he  is  to  lojourn  with 
you  ?  how  creeps  acquaintance  ? 

Phil.  His  father  and  I  were  foldiers  together,  to  whom 
I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  lefs  than  my  life. 

Enter  Pofthumus. 
Here  comes  the  Britcn.  Let  him  be  fo  entertained  amongft 
you,  as  fuits  with  gentlemen  of  your  knowing,  to  a  Granger 
of  his  quality.    I  befeech  you  all  be  better  known  to  this 
gentleman,  whom  I  commend  to  you  as  a  noble  friend  of 

mine. 
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mine.    How  worthy  he  is,  I  will  leave  to  appear  here* 

after,  rather  than  frory  him  in  his  own  hearing. 

French,  Sir,  we  have  been  known  together  in  Orleans, 
Pofl.  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  for  courte- 
iies,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  ftill, 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er- rate  my  poor  kindneis ;  I  was  glad 
1  did  attone  my  countryman  and  you  ;  it  had  been  pity  yott 
Ihould  have  been  put  together  with  fo  mortal  a  purpofe,  as 
then  each  bore,  upon  importance  of  fo  flight  and  trivial  a 
nature. 

Pofi.  By  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  travel* 
ler ;  rather  munM  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard,  than  in 
my  every  action  to  be  guided  by  others*  experiences  ;  but 
upon  my  mended  judgment,  (if  I  offend  not  to  fay  it  i* 
mended,)  my  quarrel  was  not  altogether  flight. 

French.  'Faith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement  cf 
fwords ;  and  by  fuch  two,  that  would  by  all  likelihood 
have  confounded  one  the  other,  or  have  fallen  both. 
Iach.  Can  we  with  manners  aik  what  was  the  difference  I 
French.  Safely,  I  think  5  'twas  a  contention  in  pubJick, 
which  may  without  contradiction  fuffer  the  report.  It  waa 
much  like  an  argument  that  fell  out  laft  night,  where  eacH 
of  us  fell  in  praife  of  our  country- miftreifes :  This  gentle- 
man at  that  time  vouching,  and  upon  warrant  of  bloody 
affirmation,  his  to  be  more  fair,  virtuous,  wife,  chaftm 
conftant,  qualified,  and  lefs  attemptable  than  any  the  rareil 
©f  our  Ladies  in  France. 

Iach.  That  lady  is  not  now  living  j  or  this  gentleman's 
opinion  by  this  worn  out. 

JPoJf.  She  holds  her  virtue  Hill,  and  I  my  mind* 
Iach.  You  mud  not  fo  far  prefer  her,  'fore  ours  of  Itaty* 
Poft.  Being  fo  far  provok'd  as  I  was  in  France,  I  would 
abate  her  nothing,  tho*  I  profefs  my  felf  her  adorer,  not 
her  friend. 

lack.  As  fair,  and  as  good,  a  kind  of  hand-in- hand  com- 
panion, had  been  fomething  too  fair  and  too  good  for  any 
Lady  in  Britar.y ;  if  me  went  before  others  I  have  feen,  aa 
that  diamond  of  yours  out- hitters  many  I  have  beheld,  I 
could  believe  Die  excelled  many  5  but  I  have  not  feen  the 
mefi  precioas  diamond  that  is,  nor  y*u  the  Lady. 
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Tojl.  I  pvaisM  her,  as  I  rated  her  j  fo  do  I  my  flone. 

Iacb,  What  do  you  enVem  it  at  ? 

Pofi,  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

Iacb.  Either  your  unparagon'd  miftrefs  is  dead,  or  HieV 
•ut-priz'd  by  a  trifle. 

Pofi,  You  are  miftaken  ;  the  one  may  be  fold  or  given, 
if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchafe,  or  merit 
for  the  gift.  The  other  is  not  a  thing  for  Tale,  and  only 
the  gift  of  the  Gods. 

Jacb.  Which  the  Gods  have  given  you  ? 

Pjfi.  Which  by  their  graces  I  will  keep. 

Iacb,  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours  j  but,  you  know, 
ftrange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds.  Your  ring 
may  be  ftol'n  too ;  fo  of  your  brace  of  unprizeable  eftima- 
tions,  the  one  is  but  frail  and  the  other  cafual.  A  cunning 
thief,  or  that- way- accomplinYd  courtier,  would  hazard 
the  winning  both  of  firfl:  and  lafr. 

Poft.  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  accomplifVd  a  courtier 
to  convince  the  honour  of  my  miftrefs,  if  in  the  holding 
or  lofs  of  that,  you  term  her  frail :  I  do  nothing  doubt  yon 
have  ftore  of  thieves,  notwithstanding  I  fear  not  my  ring, 

Pbil,  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

Pofi,  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  fignior,  I 
thank  him,  makes  no  ftranger  of  me,  we  are  familiar  ac 
firft. 

Jacb,  With  five  times  fo  much  converfation,  I  mould 
get  ground  of  your  fair  miftrefs ;  make  her  go  back,  even  to 
the  yielding:  had  I  admittance,  and  opportunity  to  friend. 

Pofi,  No,  no. 

Iacb,  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  eftate  to 
your  ring,  which  in  my  opinion  o'er-values  it  fomething: 
but  I  make  my  wager  rather  againft  your  confidence,  than 
her  reputation.  And  to  bar  your  offence  herein  too,  I 
durft  attempt  it  againft  any  Lady  in  the  world. 

Pofi,  You  are  a  great  deal  abus'd  in  too  bold  a  perfwa- 
fjon  ;  and  I  doubt  not  you'd  fuffain  what  you're  worthy 
of,  by  your  attempt. 

Iacb,  What's  that  ? 

Pofi.  A  repulie  ;  though  your  attempt,  as  you  call  it, 
deferves  more  :  a  punifhment  toe. 

Phil 
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Pbil.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this ;  it  came  in  too  fo3- 
denly,  let  it  die  as  it  was  born,  and  I  pray  you  be  better 
acquainted. 

Iacb.  Would  I  had  put  my  eftate  and  my  neighbour's, 

on  th'  approbation  of  what  I  have  fpoke. 

Poft.  What  Lady  would  you  chufe  to  afTail  ? 

Iacb.  Yours  9  who  in  conftancy  you  think  ftands  fo  fafe. 
I  will  lay  you  ten  thoufand  ducats  to  your  ring,  that  com- 
mend me  to  the  Court  where  your  Lady  is,  with  no  more 
advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  iecond  conference,,  I 
will  bring  from  thence  that  honour  of  hers,  which  you 
imagine  fo  referv'd. 

Poft.  I  will  wage  againft  your  gold,  gold  to  it  j  my  ling 
I  hold  dear  as  my  finger,  'tis  part  of  it.  ; 

Iacb,  You  are  afraid,  and  therein  the  wifer ;  if  you 
buy  ladies  flem  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  preferve  it 
from  tainting.  But  I  fee  you  have  tome  religion  in  you, 
that  you  fear. 

Poft.  This  is  but  a  cuftom  in  your  tongue  >  you  bear  a 
fraver  purpofe,  I  hope. 

Iacb.  I  am  the  mafter  of  my  fpeeches,  and  would  un- 
dergo what's  fpoken,  I  fwear. 

Poft,  Will  you  ?  I  $iall  but  lend  my  diamond  *till  your 
return  5  let  there  be  covenants  drawn  between  us.  My 
miftrefs  exceeds  in  goodnefc  the  hugenefs  of  your  unworthy 
thoughts.   I  dare  you  to  this  match  j  here's  my  ring. 

Phil.  I  will  have  it  no  lay.  * 

Iacb.  By  the  Gods,  it  is  one.  If  I  bring  you  fufUcient 
teftimony  that  I  have  enjoy'd  the  deareft  bodily  part  of 
your  miftrefs,  my  ten  thoufand  ducats  are  mine,  fo  is  your 
diamond  too :  if  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in  fuch  ho- 
nour as  you  have  trull  in  j  fhe  your  jewel,  this  your  jewel, 
and  my  gold  are  yours  j  provided  I  have  your  commenda- 
tion, for  my  more  free  entertainment. 

Poft.  I  embrace  thefe  conditions ;  let  us  have  articles  be- 
twixt us  j  only  thus  far  you  lhall  anfwer  j  if  you  make  your 
voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  directly  to  understand  you 
have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further  your  Enemy,  ihe  is  not 
worth  our  debate.  If  me  remain  unfedue'd,  you  not 
making  it  appear  otherwife  j  fox  your  ill  opinion,  and  th' 

3  ffault 
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aflault  you  have  made  to  her  chaftity,  you  fhall  anfwer  me 
with  your  fword. 

lach.  Your  hand,  a  covenant ;  we  will  have  thefe  things 
fet  down  by  lawful  counfel,  and  ftraight  away  for  Britain, 
left  the  bargain  mould  catch  cold  and  ftarve.  I  will  fetch 
njy  gold,  and  have  our  two  wagers  recorded. 

Poft,  Agieed.  [Exeunt  Pofthumus  and  Iachimo* 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you  ? 

Vbil.  Signior  lacbimo  will  not  from  it. 
Pray  let  us  follow  'em.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    VII.     Cymbeline*J  Palace  in  Britain. 
Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius  tuitb  a  vial* 

Queen.  While  yet  the  dew's  on  ground  gather  thy  fe  flowers* 
Make  hafte.    Who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 

Lady,  I,  Madam. 

Queen,  Difpatch.  [Exeunt  LadieSi 

Now,  mafter  doctor,  jhave  you  brought  thole  drugs  ? 

Cor.  PleafethyourHighnefs,  ay  5  here  they  are,  Madam  j 
But  I  befeech  your  Grace  without  offence 
(My  confcience  bids  me  afk)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  moft  poifonous  compounds  ? 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languifhing  death  j 
But  though  flow,  deadly. 

Queen.  I  do  wonder,  doctor, 
Thou  alk'd  me  fuch  a  queftion  ;  hare  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long  ?  hall  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes  ?  diftil  ?  prelerve  ?  yea  fo, 
That  our  great  King  himfelf  doth  woo  me  of  c 
For  my  confections  ?  having  thus  far  proceeded, 
Unlefs  thou  think* ft  me  dev'lifh,  ist  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplifie  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclufions  ?  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  thefe  thy  compounds  on  fuch  creatures  as 
We  count  not  woith  the  hanging,  but  none  human  j 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Allayments  to  their  act,  and  by  them  gather 
Their  fev'ral  virtues,  and  effects. 

Cor.  You/  Highnefs 
Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  hem  5 
Befides,  the  feeing  thefe  effe&s  wUl  bs 

Vot,  VIII.  Y  Beth 
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Both  noyfome  and  infectious. 
•  £>ueen%  O,  content  thee. 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Here  comes  a  flattering  rikfi9  upon  him  [AJldu 
Wi|l  I  firft  work  ;  he's  for  his  matter's  fake 
An  enemy  to  my  fon.    Kow  now,  Pifanio  ? 
Doctor,  your  feivice  for  this  time  is  ended,  x 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  fufpect  you,  Madam.  \Afi<le, 
But  you  uVU  do  no  harm. 

SZueett.  Hark  thee  a  word.  [To  Pifanio. 

Cor.  I  do  not  like  her.    She  doth  think  me  has 
Strange  lingering  poifons ;  I  do  know  her  fpirit, 
And  will  not  truft  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  fuch  damn'd  nature.    That  me  has 
Will  ftupifie  and  dull  the  fenfe-a  while  3 
Which  firit  perchance  fhe'll  prove  on  cats  and  dogs, 
Then  afterward  up  higher  ;  but  there  is 
"No  danger  in  what  {hew  of  death  it  makes, 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  fpirits  a  time, 
To  be  more  frelh, 'reviving.    She  is  fool'd 
With  a  mo/l  fa  lie  effect  j  and  I  the  truer, 
So  to  be  faife  with  her. 

Queen,  No  further  feivice, 
Doctor,  until  I  fend. 

Cor.  I  take  my  leave.  [Exit, 

Queen,  Weeps  me  ftill,  fay' ft  thou  ?  doft  thou  think  in 
Shfe  wiH  not  quench,  and  let  inftructions  enter  [time 
Where  folly  now  poiTeiTes  ?  do  thou  work  5 
When  thou  /halt  bring  rr.e  woid  me  loves  my  fon, 
Til  tell  thee  on  the  inftant,  thou  art  then 
.As  great  as  is  thy  matter  5  greater  j  for 
His  fortunes  all  lye  fpeechlefs,  and  his  name 
Js  at  laft  gafp.  ;  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is  s  to  fhift  his  being, 
Is  to  exchai  ge  one  mifery  with  another ; 
And  e%-ery  day  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him.    What  malt  thou  expect! 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans, 
Who  cannot  be  nsw  built,,  and  has  no  friend*, 
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So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ?  Thou  tak't  up 

[Pifanio  looking  cn  the  vial* 
Thou  kuow'ft  not  what  j  but  take  it  for  thy  labour j 
It  is  a  thing  I, make,  which  hath  the  King 
Five  times  redeemed  from  death  5  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial.    Nay,  I  pr'ythce  take  it, 
It  is  an  earned  of  a  further  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.    Tell  thy  miftref*  how 
The  cafe  ftands  with  her  ;  do't  as  from  thy  felf: 
Think  what  a  change  thou  chanceft  on,  but  think 
Thou  haft  thy  miftrefs  {till ;  to  boot,  my  lbn, 
Who  mall  take  notice  of  thee.    I'll  move  the  King 
To  any  mape  of  thy  preferment,  fuch 
At  thou*lt,defire  j  and  then  my  felf,  I  chiefly 
That  fet  thee  on  to  this  defert,  am  bound 
To  load  thy  merit  richly.  Call  my  women-r-  [Exit  Pifanio* 
Think  on  my  words.-— A  fiy  and  conftant  knave, 
Not  to  be  fhak'd  5  the  agent  for  his  matter, 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her  to  hold 
yhe  hand  faft  to  her  Lord.    I*ve  giv*n  him  that, 
Which  if  he  take,  fhall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  lergers  for  her  fweet ;  and  which  me  after 
(Except  me  bend  her  humour)  mall  be  afiur'd 
To  tarte  of  too. 

Enter  Pifanio,  and  Ladies* 
So,  fo  5  well  done,  well  done  ; 
The  violets  cowllips,  and  the  prim-rofes, 
Bear  to  my  clofet ;  fare  thee  well,  Pifanio, 
Think  on  my  words,  [Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladiei, 

Pif.  I  mail  do  fo  : 
But  when  to  my  good  Lord  I  prove  untrue, 
1*11  choak  my  felf ;  there's  ail  Til  do  for  you.  [Exit* 
SCENE    VIII.     Imogen'*  Apartment* 
Enter  Imogen  alone* 

lmo»  A  father  cruel,  and  a  ftepdame  falfe> 
A  foolifti  fuitor  to  a  wedded  L?dy, 

That  hath  her  hufhand  bnnifVd  -O,  that  hu/bandj 

My  fupream  crown  of  grief  and  thok  repeated 
Vexations  of.it — —had  I  been  ihi-f  ftol'n, 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy!  but  moft  miferabl* 
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Is  the  degree  that's  glorious.    BlefsM  be  thofe, 
How  mean  foe'er,  that  have  their  honeft  wills, 
Which  feafons  comfort.    Who  may  this  be  ?  fie  i 
Enter  Pifanio,  aud  Iachimo. 

Pif.  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome 
Comes  from  my  Lord  with  letters. 

Iacb.  Change  you,  Madam  ? 
The  worthy  Leonatui  is  in  fafety, 
And  greets  your  Highntfs  dearly, 

Imo,  Thanks,  good  Sir, 
You're  kindly  welcome. 

Iacb.  All  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  mod  rich!  [djtde* 
If  Ihe  be  iurnim'd  with^a  mind  fo  rare, 
She  is  abne  th'  Arabian  bird  ;  and  I 
Have  loft  the  wager.    Boldoefs  be  my  friend  ! 
Arm  me,  audacity,  from  -head  to  foot : 
Or  like  the  Parthian  I  ihall  flying  fight, 
Rather  diredly  flye. 

Imogen  reads. 

He  is  one  of  the  vcblefi  notey  to  ivbofc  hndnejfes  I  am  mnjk 
infinitely  tyed :  Rfflec?  upon  kirn  accordingly,  as  yon  vaius 
your  truejl  Leonatus» 
So  far  I  read  aloud. 
33ut  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 
Is  warmed  by  the  reft,  and  takes  it  thankfully  — 
You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  Sir,  as  I 
Have  words  to  bid  you,  and  fhall  find  it  fo 
In  all  that  I  can  do. 

Iacb.  Thanks,  faircft  Lady. 
What,  are  men  mad  ?  hath  nature  given  them  eyss 
To  fee  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  fea  and  land,  which  can  diftinguifti  twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,  and  the  twin  {tones 
Upon  th'  unnumber'd  beach  ?  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  fpectacles  fo  precious 
'Twixt  fair  and  foul  ? 

Imo.  What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

Iacb.  It  cannot  be  i'th'  eye  ;  for  apes,  and  monkeys, 
*Twixt  two  fuch  She's,  would  chatter  in  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mowes  the  other.   Nor  i'  th'  judgment ; 

For 
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Por  Idiots  in  this  cafe  of  favour  would 
Be  wifely  definite.    Nor  in  the  appetite  ; 
Slutt'iy  to  fuch  neat  excellence  oppos'd 
Should  make  defire  vomit  ev'n  emptinefs, 
Not  fo  allure't  to  feed. 

Imo.  What's  the  matter,  trow  ? 
.  Jacb.  The  cloyed  will, 
That  fatiate,  yet  unfatisfy'd  defire,  that  tub 
jBoth  fill'd  and  running  j  ravening  firft  the  lamb, 
'  Longs  after  for  the  garbage. 
.   Imo.  What,  dear  Sir, 
Thus  raps  you  ?  are  you  well  ? 

■Jacb.  Thanks,  Madam,  well. 
'JBeleech  you,  Sir,  defire  my  man's  abode      [To  Pifania. 
Wh&re  I  did  leave  him  j  he  is  ftrange  and  /heepifh. 

Pif.  I  was  juft  going,  Sir,  to  give  him  welcome. 

[Exit  Pifanfo. 

Jmo%  Continues  well  my  Lord  ?  his  health,  '  befeech  you  t 
Jacb.  Well,  Madam, 

Imo.  Is  he  di.fpos'd  to  mirth  ?  I  hope  he  is. 

Jacb.  Exceeding  pfeafant  j  not  a  ft  ranger  there 
So  merry,  and  fo  gamcfome  j  he  is  call'd 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Imo.  When  he  was  here 
He  did  incline  to  fadnefs,  and  oft  times 
Not  knowing  why. 

Jacb.  I  never  faw  him  fad. 
There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one 
An  eminent  monfieur,  that  it  feems  much  loves 
A  Gatlian  girl  at  home :  He  furnaces 
The  thick  fighs  from  him  5  whiles  the  jolly  Briton, 
(Your  Lord  I  mean,)  laughs  from's  free  lungs,  cries  Qbl^+ 
Can  my  fides  bold,  to  tbink,  tbat  man  wbo  knows 
By  biflory,  report ,  or  bis  own  proof, 
JVbat  woman  is,  yea,  wbat  Jbe  cannot  chuft 
But  rr.ufi  be,  will  bis  free  bours  languifb  out 
For  ajfur'd  bondage  ? 

Imo.  Will  my  Lord  fay  fo  ? 

Iacb.  Ay,  Madam,  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laughter, 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by 

V3  Al* 
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And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman  :  but  heav'n  kntwi 

Some  men  are  much  to  biame, 
Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 

Jack.  Not  he.  But  yet  heav'ns  bounty  tow'rds  him  might 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully.    In  himfelf  'tis  much  $ 
In  you,  whom  I  count  his  beyond  all  talents,  ■ 
Whilft  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo.  What  do  you  pity,  Sir  ? 
lacb.  Two  creatures  heartily, 
Imo.  Am  I  one,  Sir  ? 
You  look  on  me  $  what  wreck  difcern  you  in  me 
Ceferves  your  pity  ? 

Iacb.  Lamentable!  what! 
To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  fun,  and  folacc 
r  tV  dungeon  by  a  fnuft"? 

Into.  I  pray  you,  Sir, 
Deliver  with  more  opennefs  your  anfwers 
To  my  demands.    Why  do  you  pity  me  ;J 

lack  That  others  do  — — - 
I  was  about  to  fay,  enjoy  your— -but 
It  is  an  office  of  the  Gods  to  venge  it, 


Imo.  You  do  feem  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me  j  pray  yoii 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  fure  they  do  5  for  certainties 
Or  are  paft  remedies  5  or  timely  known, 
The  remedy's  then  born  5)  difcover  to  me 
What  both  ycu  fpur  and  flop. 

Iacb.  Had  I  this  cheek 
To  bathe  my  lips  upon  j  this  hand,  whofe  touch, 
Whofe  very  touch  would  force  the  feeler's  foul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty  $  this  objeft,  which 
Takes  pris'ner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye, 
Fixing  it  only  here;  mould  I,  damn*d  then, 
Slavet  with  lips  as  common  as  the  flairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol  ?  join  gripes  with  hands 
Macie  hard  with  hourly  falfhcod,  as  with  labour  ? 
Thpn  glad  my  felf  by  peeping  j.i  an  eye 
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Bafe  and  unluftrious  as  the  fmoaky  light 
That's  fed  with  (linking  tallow  ?  it  were  fit 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  mould  at  one  time 
Encounter  fuch  revolt, 

Imo.  My  Lord,  I  fear, 
Has  forgot  Britain. 

Iacb.  And  himfelf.    Not  I 
Inclin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change  ;  but  'tis  your  graces 
That  from  my  muteft  confcience,  to  my  tongue, 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

Jacb.  O  deareft  foul!  your  caufe  doth  ftrike  my  heart 
"With  pity,  that  doth  make  me  fick.    A  Lady 
So  fair,  and  faftned  to  an  empery 
Would  make  the  great'ft  King  double,  to  be  partner' d 
With  tomboys,  hir'd  with  that  felf- exhibition 
Which  your  own  coffers  yield !  with  difeas'd  ventures 
That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold, 
Which  rottennefs  lends  nature  !  fuch  boyl'd  fluff 
As  well  might  poifon  poifon!  Be  reveng'd, 
Or  me  that  bore  you  was  no  Queen,  and  you 
Recoil  from  your  great  flock, 

Imo.  Reveng'd!  alas! 
How  fhould  I  be  reveng'd,  if  this  be  true  > 
As  I  have  fuch  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 
Muft  not  in  hafte  abule  ;  if  it  be  true, 
How  mail  I  be  reveng'd  ? 

Iacb.  Should  he  make  me 
Live  like  Diana's  prieftefs,  'twixt  cold  meets  ? 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps 
In  your  defpight,  upon  your  purfe  ?  revenge  it! 
I  dedicate  my  felf  to  your  fweet  pleafure, 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed, 
And  will  continue  fad  to  your  affeclion, 
3till  clofe  as  Aire. 

Imo.  What  ho,  Pifanio  /  

Iacb.  Let  me  my  fervice  tender  on  your  lips. 

Imo.  Away,  I  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee.   If  thou  wert  honourable, 

Thou 
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Thou  wouldft  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 

1  or  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'ft,  as  bafe  as  ftrange : 

Thou  wnyfg'ft  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 

From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour  5  and 

Sollicifft  here  a  Lady,  that  difdains 

Thee,  and  the  devil  alike.    What  ho,  Pifanio!—~+> 

The  King  my  father  mall  be  made  acquainted 

Of  thy  affault  ;  if  he  mall  think  it  fit, 

A  fawcy  Granger  in  his  Court  to  mart 

As  in  a  Romijb  ftew,  and  to  expound 

His  beaftly  mind  to  us,  he  hath  a  Court 

He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 

He  not  reipecls  at  all.    What  ho,"  Pifanio!  — 

Iacb.  O  happy  Ltonatus,  I  may  fay, 
The  credit  that  thy  Lady, hath,  of  thee 
Deferves  thy  truft  5  and  thy  moft  perfect  goodnefs 
Her  affur'd  credit :  blefled  live  you  long, 
A  Lady  to  the  worthieft  Sir,  that  ever 
Country  call'd  his;  and  you  his  miftrefs,  only 
For  the  moft  wot  thy  fit!  Give  me  your  pardon. 
I  have  fpoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted  ;  and  mail  make  your  Lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er :  and  he  is  one 
The  trueft-manner'd  ;  fuch  a  holy  witch, 
That  he  inchants  focieties  unto  him : 
Half  all  mens  hearts  are  his, 

Jmo.  You  make  amends. 

Iacb,  He  fits  'mongft  men  like  a  defcended  God  ] 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  fets  him  off, 
More  than  a  mortal  feeming.    Be  not  angry, 
Moft  mighty  Princefs,  that  I  have  adventur d 
To  try  you  with  a  falfe  report,  which  hath 
Honoured  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment, 
In  the  election  of  a  Sir,  fo  rare, 
Which  you  know  cannot  err.    The  love  I  bear  him, 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus ;  but  the  Gods  made  you, 
Unlike  all  others,  chsfflefs.    Pray,  your  pardon. 

Jmot  All's  well,  Sir  $  take  my  pow'r  iW  Court  for  yours* 
Iacb,  My  humble  thanks  5  I  had  almoft  forgot 
T*  in  treat  your  grace  but  in  a  fmall  re^ueft, 
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And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  Lord  ;  my  felf,  and  other  noble  friends 
Are  partners  in  the  bufinefs, 
Imo.  Pray  what  is*t  ? 

Iacb,  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  Lord, 
(Beft  feather  of  our  wing,)  have  mingled  fums 
To  buy  a  prefent  for  the  Emperor: 
Which  I,  the  factor  of  the  reft,  have  done 
In  France-,  'tis  plate  of  rare  device,  and  jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquifite  form,  their  values  great  5 
And  I  am  fomething  curious,  being  ftrange, 
To  have  them  in  fafe  ftowage:  may  it  pleaie  you 
To  take  them  in  protection  ? 

Imo,  Willingly  j 
Aiid  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  fafety.  Since 
My  Lord  hath  int'reft  in  them,  J  will  keep  therxi 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

Iacb.  They  are  in  a  trunk 
Attended  by  my  men:  I  will  make  bold 
To  fend  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night  J 
I  muft  aboard  to-morrow, 

Imo,  O  no,  no. 

Iacb.  Yes,  I  befeech  you  J  or  I  mall  lhort  my  W0r-$ 
'By  lengthening  my  return.    From  Gallia 
I  croft  the  feas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  Grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  } 
But  not  away  to-morrow  ?  * 

Iacb,  I  muft,  Madam. 
Therefore  I  (hall  befeech  you,  if  you  pleafe 
To  greet  your  Lord  with  writing,  do't  to-nighU 
I  have  out-ftood  my  time,  which  is  material 
To  th'  tender  of  our  prefent. 

Imo,  I  will  write : 
And  your  trunk  to  me,  it  mall  be  fafe  kept, 
And  truly  yielded  youi  you're  very  welcome.  [Exeunt* 
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ACT   II.      SCENE  I, 

Cymreline'j  Palace, 
Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords, 
C/u/.TTTAS  there  ever  man  had  Inch  luck!  when  I 
VV  kilVd  the  Jack  upon  an  up-caft,  to  be  hit 
away  !  I  had  an  hundred  pound  on't ;  and  then  a  whorfon 
jack-an-apes  muft  take  me  up  for  fwearing,  as  if  I  bor- 
rowed mine  oaths  of  him,  and  might  not  fpend  them  at 
my  pleafure. 

1  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  you  have  broke  his  pate 
with  your  bowl. 

2  Lord.  If  his  wit  had  been  like  his  that  broke  it,  it 
would  have  run  all  out.  [Afidea 

Clot.  "When  a  gentleman  is  difpofed  to  fvvear,  it  is  not 
for  any  ftanders-  by  to  curtail  his  oaths.    Ha  ? 

a  Lord.  No,  my  Lord  :  nor  crop  the  ears  of  them. 

Clot.  Whorfon  dog !  I  give  him  fatisfaclion  ?  would  he 
Jjad  been  one  of  my  rank. 

2  Lord.  To  have  fmelt  like  a  fool;  [Afide* 

Clot,  I  am  not  vext  mofe  at  any  thing  in  the  earth,  —  a 
pox  on't.  I  had  rather  not  be  fb  noble  as  I  am  j  they 
dare  not  fight  with  me,  becaufe  of  the  Queen  my  mother  ; 
every  jack- flave  hath  his  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I  muft 
go  up  and  down  like  a  cock  that  no  body  can  match. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  cock  and  a  capon  too,  and  you  crow, 
cock,  with  your  cOmb  on.  \dfide9 

Clot.  Say' ft  thou? 

2  Lord.  It  is  not  fit  your  Lord/hip  mould  undertake 
every  companion,  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clot.  No,  I  know  that :  but  it  is  fit  I  mould  commit 
effence  to  my  inferiors. 

2  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  Lordmip  only. 

Clot.  Why,  fo  I  fay. 

2  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  ftranger  that's  come  to  Court 
te-night  ? 

Clot.  A  ftranger,  and  I  not  know-oa't  ? 

a  Lord.  He's  a  ftrange  fellow  himfelf>  and  knows  it  not. 

1  Lgr  d* 
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1  Lord.  There's  an  Italian  come,  and  'tis  thought  one. 
of  Leonatus^s  friends. 

Cot,  Leonatus!  a  banifh'd  rafcal ;  and  he's  another, 
whofoever  he  be.    Who  told  you  of  this  ftrangtr  ?, 

1  Lord.  One  of  your  Lordfliip's  pages. 

Clot,  Is  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  is  there  no  de- 
rogation in't  ? 

2  Lord,  You  cannot  derogate,  my  Lord. 
Clot.  Not  eafily,  I  think. 

7.  Lord,  You  are  a  fool  granted,  therefore  your  iflues 
being  foolilh  do  not  derogate.  [/2Jidem 

Clot,  Come,  I'll  go  fee  this  Italian:  what  I  have  loft 
to-day  at  bowls,  I'll' win  to-night  of  him.    Come  ;  go. 

2  Lord,  I'll  attend  your  Lord  {hi  p.  [Exit  Cloteiu 

That  fuch  a  crafty  devil  as  his  mother. 
Should  yield  the  world  this  afs  1  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain,  and  this  her  foa 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart, 
And  leave  eighteen.    Alas  poor  Princefs, 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'it  ? 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  ftep-  dame  govem'd, 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots  \  a  wooer, 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulfion  is 
Of  thy  dear  hufbund,  than  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divorce  hell  made.    The  heav'ns  hold  firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour,  keep  unfhak'd 
That  temple  thy  fair  mind,  that  thou  may 'ft  ftand 
T'  enjoy  thy  banifiVd  Loid,  and  this  great  land!  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  II. 
A  magnificent  Bed- chamber,  in  one  part  of  it  a  lar*e  trunk* 
Imogen  is  difcover*d  reading  in  her  bed,  a  Lady  attending, 

Imo.  Who's  there  ?  my  woman  Helen  ? 

Lady,  Pleafe  you,  Madam  

Imo,  What  hour  is  ii  ? 

Lady,  Almoft  midnight,  Madam. 

Imo,  I  have  read  three  hours  then,  mine  eyes  are  weak, 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  1  have  left  j  to  bed-— 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning  : 
And  if  thou  canft  awake  by  four  o'th*  clock, 
I  pr'y  thee  call  me — fleep  hath  f&iz'd  me  wholly*  [ExitLady, 
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To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  Gods ; 
From  fairies  and  the  tempters  of  the  night 
Guard  me,  befeech  ye!  [Sleeps, 
[lachimo  rifes  from  the  trunk* 
lack.  The  crickets  fing,  and  man's  o'er- labour'd  fenie 
Repairs  it  felf  by  reft :  our  Tarquin  thus 
Did  foftly  prefs  the  rufhes,  ere  he  waken'd 
i         The  chaftity  he  wounded.  Cytberea, 

How  bravely  thou  becom'ft  thy  bed  !  frefh  lilly, 

And  whiter  than  the  meets!  that  I  might  touch, 

But  kifs,  one  kifs  — rubies  unparagon'd 

How  dearly  they  do't !  —  —  'tis  her  breathing  that 

Perfumes  the  chamber  thus:  the  flame  o'the  taper 

Bows  tow'rd  her,  and  would  under- peep  her  lids, 

To  fee  th'  inclofed  lights,  now  canopy'd 

Under  thofe  curtains  white  with  azure  lac'd, 

The  blue  of  heav'n's  own  tinc~l.  — - — But  my  defign'g 

To  note  the  chamber——  I  will  write  all  down, 

Such  and  fuch  pictures  — — •  there  the  window  — —  fucfc 

Th*  adornment  of  her  bed — -—the  arras,  figures  

Why,  fuch  and  fuch        and  the  contents  o'th'  ftory  »■ 

Ah,  but  fome  nat'ral  notes  about  her  body, 

Above  ten  thoufand  meaner  moveables 

Would  teftifie,  t'enrich  mine  inventory. 

O  fleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lye  dull  upon  her, 

And  be  her  fenfe  but  as  a  monument, 

Thus  in  a  chappel  lying  !  Come  off,  come  off*.  — — 

[Taking  off  her  bracelet* 
As  flipp'ry  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard. 
'Tis  mine,  and  this  will  witnefs  outwardly, 
As  ftrongly  as  the  confcience  do's  within, 
To  th'  madding  of  her  Lord,    On  her  left  breafl 
A  mole  cinque- fpotted,  like  the  crimfon  drops 
I'th'  bottom  of  a  cow-flip.    Here's  a  voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make :  this  fecret 
Will  force  him  think  I've  pick'd  the  lock,  and  ta'n 
The  treafure  of  her  honour.   No  more— ——to  what  end  * 
Why  lhould  I  write  this  down  that's  riveted, 
Screw'd  to  my  mem'ry?  Sh'  hath  been  reading  late, 
The  tale  of  Tereus,  here  the  leaf's  turn'd  dow  n 

I  Where 
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Where  Pbilomele  gave  up  — I  have  enough-  .  ■ 

To  th'  trunk  again,  and  Ihut  the  fpring  of  it. 

Swift,  fwift,  you  dragons  of  the  night !  that  dawning 

May  bare  it's  raven-eye  * :  I  lodge  in  fear, 

Though  this  a  heav'nly  angel,  hell  is  here. "  [Clock  Jlrikes. 

One,  two,  three:  time,  time! 

[Goes  into  the  trunk,  the  Scene  c'ofes* 
SCENE  HI. 
Without  the  Palace  under  Imogen**  Apartment, 
Enter  Cloten  and  Lords, 
I  Lord*  Your  Lordmip  is  the  moft  patient  man  in  Iofs, 
the  coldeft  that  ever  turn'd  up  ace. 

Clot,  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lofe. 
I  Lord.  But  not  every  man  patient,  after  the  noble  tern*, 
per  of  your  Lordmip  i  you  are  moft  hot  and  furious  when 
you  win. 

Clot,  Winning  will  put  any  man  into  courage  s  If  I  could 
get  this  foolim  Imogen,  I  (hall  have  gold  enough :  It's  aimoft 
morning,  is't  not  ? 

1  Lord,  Day,  my  Lord. 

Clot .  I  would  this  mufick  would  come :  I  am  advifed  to- 
give  her  mufick  a-morning9,  they  fay  it  will  penetrate. 

Enter  Muficians, 
Come  on,  tune ;  if  you  can  penetrate  here  with  your 
fingering,  fo  5  we'll  try  with  tongue  too  j  if  none  will 
do,  let  her  remain  :  but  I'll  never  give  o'er.  Firfr,  a  very 
excellent  good  conceited  thing  j  after,  a  wonderful  fweet  an- 
with  admirable  rich  words  to  it ;  and  then  let  her  confided 
SONG. 
Hark,  bark,  the  lark  at  beav'n's  gate  fwg*p 

And  Phcebus  'gins  arife  f 
His  Jieeds  to  'water  at  thofe  fpringt 
Each  tbalWd  jioiuer  fuppliest 
And  ii*inking  Mary-  buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes, 
f/7f/>  ail  the  things  that  pretty  bin: 
My  Lady  fweet,  arife : 
Arife,  arife. 


4  The  Raves'*  eye  it  ccrnviatily  ivge  aud  grejr. 
Vol.  VIU,  Z  $0,, 
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So,  get  you  gone— — if  this  penetrate,  I  will  confider  you 
mufick  the  better:  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears 
which  horfe- hairs,  and  cat-guts,  with  the  voice  of  unpav'i 
eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend.  [Exeunt  Mujiciani 
Enter  Queen  and  Cymbeline. 
a  Lord,  Here  comes  the  King. 

Clot,  I  am  glad  I  was  up  fo  late,  for  that*s  the  reafon 
was  up  fo  early :  he  cannot  chufe  but  take  this  iervice  . 
have  done,  fatherly.    Good- morrow  to  your  Majefty,  an< 
to  my  gracious  mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  ftern  daughter? 
W)ll  me  not  forth  ? 

Clot.  I  have  affail'd  her  with  mufick,  but  ihe  vcuchfafa 
no  notice. 

Cym.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new. 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him :  fome  more  time 
Muft  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out, 
And  then  file's  yours, 

Queen.  You  are  moll:  bound  to  th'  King, 
Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
|  Prefer  you  to  his  daughter.    Frame  your  fclf 

To  orderly  folicits  j  and  befriended 
With  aptnefs  of  the  feafon,  make  denials 
Encreafe  your  fervices ;  fo  feem,  as  if 
You  are  infpir'd  to  do  thofe  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her :  that  you  in  all  obey  her, 
<Save  when  command  to  your  difmiflion  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  fenfelefs. 

Clot.  Senfelefs  ?  not  fo. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  So  like  you,  Sir,  ambaffadors  from  Rome  j 
One's  Caius  Lucius. 

Cym,  A  worthy  fellow, 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angrjTpurpofe  now  ; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his :  we  muft  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  fender  5 
And  towards  himfelf,  for's  goodnefs  fore-fpent  on  us, 
We  muft  extend  our  notice:  our  dear  fon, 
When  you  have  giv'n  good- morning  to  your  miftrefs, 
Attend  the  Queen,  and  U9  j  we  fraU  need 
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T*  erriploy  you  towards  this  Roman,  Come,  our  Queen*  . 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 

Clot,  If  me  be  up,  I'll  fpeak  with  her  j  if  not, 
Let  her  lye  ftill,  and  dream.  By  your  leave,  ho ! 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her  — what 

If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands  ?  'tis  gold 

Which  buys  admittance,  oft  it  doth,  yea,  makes 
Diana's  rangers  falfe  themfelves,  and  yield 
Their  deer  to  trT  ftand  o'th'  dealer  :  and  'tis  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  faves  the  thief  ; 
Nay,  fometimes  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man:  what 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo  ?  I  will  make 
One  of  tier  women  lawyer  to  me,  for 
I  yet  not  underftand  the  cafe  my  felf. 
By  your  leave.  [Knocks, 
Enter  a  Lady, 

Lady.  Who's  there  that  knocks? 

Clot.  A  gentleman. 

Lady,  No  more  ? 

Clot.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  fona 

Lady,  That's  more 
Than  fome,  whofe  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 
Can  juftly  boaft  of:  what's  your  Lordmip's  pleafure  ? 

Clot.  Your  Lady's  perfon,  is  me  ready  ? 

Lady.  Ay, 
To  keep  her  chamber. 

Clot,  There  is  gold  for  you, 
Sell  me  your  good  report. 

Lady,  How,  my  good  name? 
Or  to  report  of  you  what  I  think  good  ? 
The  Princefs  

Enter  Imogen. 
Clot,  Good-morrow,  faireft  ;  lifter,  your  fweet  hand. 
Into,  Good- morrow,  Sir  $  you  lay  out  too  much  pains 
For  purchafing  but  trouble!  the  thanks  I  give 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks, 
And  fcarce  can  fpare  them. 
Clot.  Still  I  fwear  I  love  you, 
J*f.  If  you  but  faid  fo,  'c\vere  as  deep  with  me : 

Z  2  If 
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It  you  Jwear  ft  ill,  your  recompence  is  ftill 
That  I  regard  it  not. 
Clot.  This  is  no  anfwer. 

Into.  But  that  you  fhall  not  fay  I  yield,  being  filent 
I  would  not  fpeak.    I  pray  you,  fpare  me  5  'faith, 
I  fhall  unfold  equal  difcourteiie 
To  your  beft  kindnefs:  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clot,  To  leave  you  in  your  madnels,  *twere  my  fin 
I  will  not  do't. 

fmo.  Fools  cure  not  mad  folks,  Sirr 
C/of.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? 
Into.  As  1  am  mad  I  do : 
If  you'll  be  patient,  I'll  no  more  be  mad  5 
That  cures  us  both.    I  am  much  forry,  Sir, 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  Lady's  manners 
By  being  fo  verbal;  and  learn  now  for  all, 
That  I  who  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce 
By  th'  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you : 
And  am  fo  near  the  lack  of  charity 
T'  accufe  my  felf,  I  hate  you :  which  I  had  rather 
You  felt,  than  make  my  boaft« 

Clot,  You  fin  againft 
Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father ;  for 
The  contract  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  wretch, 
(One  bred  of  alms,  and  fofter'd  with  cold  dimes,. 
With  fcraps  o'th'  Court,)  it  is  no  contract,  none: 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  parties, 
(Yet  who  than  he  more  mean  ?)  to  knit  their  fouls, 
On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
But  brats  and  beggary,  in  felf-figur*d  knot ; 
Yet  who  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 
The  confequence  o'th*  crown,  and  muft  not  foil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  bafe  Have, 
A  hilding  for  a  livery,  a  fquire's  cloth, 
A  pantler  5  not  fo  eminent. 

Imo.  Prophane  fellow  ! 
Wert  thou  the  fon  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more 
But  what  thou  art  befides,  thou  wert  too  bafe 
To  be  his  groom  :  thou  wert  dignify *d  enough, 
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Ev'n  to  the  point  of  envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues  to  be  ftil'd 
The  under-hangman  of  his  realm  j  and  hated 
For  being  preferred  fo  welU 
Clot,  The  fouvh  fog  rot  him! 

Imo.  He  never  can  meet  more  mifchance,  th*n  come 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.    His  meaneft  garment 
That  ever  hath  but  dipt  his  body,  's  dearer 
In  my  refpecl-,  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee, 
Were  they  all  made  fuch  men. 

Clot.  How  now  r 

Imo.  Ptfaniol 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Clot.  His  garment  ?  now,  the  devii 

Imo.  To  Dorothy,  my  woman,  hye  thee  presently. 

Clot.  His  garment  ? 

Imo.  I  am  fprightcd  with  a  fool, 

Frighted,  and  angred  worfe  go  bid  my  woman 

Search  for  a  jewel,  that  too  cafually* 

Hath  left  mine  arm  it  was  thy  master's.    'Shrew  me 

If  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  revenue 
Of  any  King  in  Europe.    I  do  think 
I  faw't  this  morning  j  Confident  1  am,  - 
Laft  night  'twas  on  my  arm  ;  I  kifled  it. 
I  hope  it  be  not  gone  to  tell  my  Lo:d 
That  I  kifa  ought  but  him.  , 

P//.  'Twill  not  be  loft. 

Imo.  I  hope  lb  ;  go  and  fearch.  [Exit  Pi 'anio. 

Clot.  You  have  abus'd  me  — — 
His  meaneft  garment  ?  

Imo,  Ay,  I  faid  fo,  Sir $ 
Call  witnefs  to't,  if  ycu  will  n-plce't  an  action. 

Clot.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Imo.  Your  mother  too  ; 
She's  my  good  Lady;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope, 
But  the  worft  of  me.    So  I  leave  you,  Sir, 


To  th'  worft  of  difcontent.  [Em  . 

Clot.  I'll  be  reveng'd  ; 

His  meaneft  garment  ?  — — .  well,  [Exit, 

%  3  SCENE 
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SCENE   V.  ROME, 
Enter  Pofthumus,  and  Philario. 

Toft.  Fear  it  not,  Sir  j  1  would  I  were  fo  Aire 
To  win  the  King,  as  I  am  bold  her  honour 
WiJl  remain  hers. 

Phil.  What  means  do  you  make  to  Kim  ? 

.Poft.  Not  any,  but  abide  the  change  of  time, 
f^uake  in  the  prefent  winter*^  ftate,  and  wi/h 
That  warmer  days  would  come  5  in  thefe  fear'd  hopes 
J  barely  gratifie  your  love  ;  they  failing, 
J  miift  die  much  your  debtor. 

Phil.  Your  very  gocdnefs,  and  your  company, 
O'erpays  all  I  can  do.    By  this,  your  King 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augufius ;  Caius  Lucius 
Wiil  do's  commiflion  chroughiy.    And  I  think 
He' 11  grant  the  tribute,  fend  th'  arrearages, 
Ere  look  upon  our  Roman$3  whole  remembrance 
Is  yet  frefti  in  their  grief* 

Poft.,  I  do  believe, 
(Statin:  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be,) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war  j  and  you  ihall  hear 
The  legions  now  in  Gallia,  fooner  landed 
In  our  not- fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.    Our  countrymen 
Are  men  more  order'd  than  when  Julius  Cafar 
SmilM  at  their  lack  of  (kill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at    Their  discipline 
Now  mingled  with  their  courages,  will  make  known 
To  their  approvers,  they  are  people  fuch 
As  mend  upon  the  world. 

SCENE    VI.     Enter  Tachimo. 

Phil.  See  lachimot 

Poft.  Sure  the  fwift  harts  have  pofted  you  by  land  5 
And  winds  of  all  the  corners  kifs'd  your  fails, 
To  make  vour  velTel  nimble. 

PhtL  Welcome,  Sir, 

Pcft.  I  hope  the  briefnefs  of  your  anfwer  made 
The  fpeedinefs  of  your  return. 

lacb.  Your  Lady 
Is  of  the  fayrefi  I  «'er  look'  i  upon. 
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Poft.  And  therewithal  the  bell,  or  let  her  beauty 
J.ook  through  a  cafcment  to  allure  faJfe  hearts, 
And  be  falfe  with  them. 

Iacb,  Here  are  letters  for  you, 

Poft.  Their  tenour  good,  I  truft. 

Iacb,  'Tis  very  like. 

Poft.  Was  Caiui  Luciut  in  the  Britain  Court, 
When  you  were  there  ? 

Iacb,  He  was  expected  then, 
But  was  not  yet  approach'd. 

Poft.  All  is  well  yet. 
Sparkles  this  ftone  as  it  was  wont,  or  is*t  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 

Iacb,  If  I've  loft  it, 
I  mould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  gold  5 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  t*enjoy 
A  fecond  night  of  fuch  fweet  fhortnefs,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain  5  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Poft.  The  (tone's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

Iacb,  Not  a  whit, 
Your  Lady  being  fo  eafie. 

Poft.  Make  not,  Sir, 
Your  lofs  your  fport ;  I  hope  you  know  that  we 
Mutt  not  continue  friends. 

Iacb.  Good  Sir,  we  muft, 
If  you  keep  covenant ;  had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  miftrefs  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  queftion  farther  5  but  I  now 
Profcfs  my  felf  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  your  ring  $  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Pcft,  If  you  can  make*t  apparent 
That  you  have  tafted  her  in  bed  ;  my  hand. 
And  ring  is  yours.    If  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  .her  pure  honour,  gains  or  lofes 
Your  fword  or  mine,  or  mafterlcfs  leaves  both 
To  who  mail  find  them. 

Iacb.  Sir,  my  circumftances 
Being  fo  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
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Muft  firft  induce  you  to  believe ;  whofe  ftrength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath,  which  I  doubt  not 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  fpare,  when  you  mall  find 
You  need  it  not. 

Poft.  Proceed.  • 

lacb.  Firft,  her  bed-chamber, 
-(Where  I  confefs  I  flept  not,  but  profefs 
Had  that  was  well  worth  watching)  it  was  hang'd 
With  tapeftry  of  filverM  filk  j  the  ftory 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  me  met  her  Roman, 
And  Cydnus  fwell'd  above  the  banks  or  for 
The  prefs  of  boats,  or  pride :  a  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  fo  rich,  that  it  did  ftrive 
In  workrr.anmip,  and  value  ;  which  I  wonder'd 
Could  be  fo  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 
Since  the  true  life  on't  was. 

Poft.  Why,  this  is  true  ; 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
Or  by  fome  other. 

Iacb.  More  particulars 
Muft  juftifie  my  knowledge. 

Poft.  So  they  muft, 
Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

4 lacb.  The  chimney 
Is  fouth  the  chamber,  and  the  chimney-piece 
Chad  Dian,  bathing;  never  faw  I  figures 
So  lively  to  report  themfelves  j  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb  out-went-her, 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Pcft.  This  is  a  thing 
'\  Which  you  might  from  relation  likewife  reap  ; 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  fpoke  of. 

lacb.  The  roof  o'th'  chamber 
With  golden  cherubims  is  fretted.    Th'  andirons, 
(I  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  filver,  each  on  one  foot  ftanding,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands. 

Pcft.  What's  this  t'her  honour  ? 
Let  it  be  granted  you  have  feen  ail  this, 
Praife  be  to  your  remembrance,  the  description 
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Of  what  is  in  her  chamber  nothing  faves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

Iacb.  Then  if  you  can  [Pulling  out  the  Bracelet, 

Be  pale,  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel :  fee !  — « 
And  now  'tis  up  again  5  it  muft  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond.    I'll  keep  them. 

Poft.  Jove!  

Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

Iacb.  Sir,  I  thank  her,  that : 
She  ftripp'd  it  from  her  arm,  I  fee  her  yet, 
Her  pretty  ac"tion  did  out-fell  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too  j  me  gave  it  me, 
And  faid  flic  priz'd  it  once, 

Poft.  She  pluck' d  it  oft' 
To  fend  it  me. 

lach.  She  writes  fo  to  you  ?  doth  me  ? 

Poft,  O,  no,  no,  no,  'tis  true.    Here  take  this  tooa 
It  is  a  bafilifk  unto  mine  eye, 
Kills  me  to  look  on't :  let  there  be  no  honour, 
Where  there  is  beauty  ;  truth,  where  femblance  5  love^ 
Where  there's  another  man.    The  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be  to  where  they're  made, 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues,  which  is  nothing  i 
O,  above  meafure  falfe !  — 

Phil.  Have  patience,  Sir, 
And  take  your  ring  again :  'tis  not  yet  won  ; 
It  may  be  probable  Hie  loft  it;  or 
Who  knows  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted, 
Might  not  have  ftol'n  it  from  her  ? 

Poft.  Very  true, 
And  fo  I  hope  he  came  by't ;  back  my  ring, 
Render  to  me  fome  corporal  iign  about  her 
More  evident  than  this ;  for  this  was  ftole. 

Iacb,  By  Jupiter ,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Poft,  Hark,  you,  he  fwears  ;  by  Jupiter  he  fwear*. 

'Tis  true  nay,  keep  the  ring  'tis  truej  I'm  futf 

She  could  not  lofe  it ;  her  attendants  are 
All  honourable!  they  indue'd  to  Heal  it! 
And  by  a  ftranger !  —  no,  he  hath  enjoy 'd  her. 

The 
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The  cognizsnce  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this :  me  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly. 
There,  take  thy  hire,  and  all  the  fiend*  of  hell 
Divide  themfelves  between  you ! 

Phil,  Sir,  be  patient ; 
This  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  be  believ'd, 
Of  one  perfwaded  well  of™ 

Poji.  Never  talk  on't  ; 
She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

Iach.  If  you  feek 
For  further  fatisfying  ;  under  her  breaft, 
Worthy  che  prefiing,  lyes  a  mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  moft  delicate  lodging.    By  my  life, 
I  kin1  it,  and  it  gave  me  prefect  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.    You  do  remember 
This  ftain  upon  her  ? 

Poft.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Another  {tain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold, 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

Iach.  Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Poji.  Spare  your  arithmetick.   Count  not  the  turns  3 
Once,  and  a  miliion. 

Iach.  -I'll  be  fworn 1 

Poji.  Nofwearingj 
If  you  will  fvvear  you  have  not  done't,  you  lie. 
And  I  will  kill  thee  if  thou  doft  deny 
Thou'ft  made  me  cuckold. 

Iach,  I'll  deny  nothing. 

Pofl.  O  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limb-meal ! 
I  will  go  there  and  do't  i'th'  Couit,  before 
Her  father  Til  do  fomething  ^   [Exit, 

Phil.  Quite  be  fides 
f  he  government  of  patience !  you  have  won  ; 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  prefent  wrath 
He  hath  againft  himfelf. 

Iach.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    VII.     Enter  Pofthumus. 

Poji.  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  women 
Muft  be  half- workers  ?  we  are  baftards  all, 
And  that  moft  venerable  man  which  I 

Pid 
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'   Did  call  my  father,  was  I  know  not  where, 
When  I  was  ftampt.    Some  coyner  with  his  tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit ;  yet  my  mother  feem'd 
The  Dian  of  that  time  $  fo  doth  my  wife 
The  non-pareil  of  this  —  Oh  vengeance,  vengeance! 
Me  of  my  lawful  pleafure  Hie  reftrain'd, 
And  pray'd  me  oft  forbearance  ;  did  it  with 
A  pudency  fo  rofie,  the  fwe'et  view  on't 
Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn— that  I  thought  h« 
As  chafte,  as  unfunn'd  fnow.    Oh,  all  the  devils! 
This  yellow  Iacbimo  in  an  hour— was' t  not  ?  — 
Or  lefs ;  at  firft  ?  perchance  he  fpoke  not,  but 
Like  a  full-acorn'd  boar,  a  German  one, 
Cry'd  oh  !  and  mounted  j  found  no  oppofuion 
From  what  he  look'd  for  mould  oppoie,  and  flu 
Should  from  encounter  guard.    Cculd  I  find  out 
The  woman's  part  in  me— -for  there's  no  motion 
That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 
It  is  the  woman's  part ;  be't  lying,  not  it, 
The  woman's  ;  flattering,  hers  j  deceiving,  hers ; 
Luft,  and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hers  j  revenges,  hers; 
Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  difdain, 
Nice  longings,  flanders,  mutability  : 
All  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  hell  knows, 
Why,  hers,  in  part,  or  all  j  but  rather  all — for  even  to  vice 
They  are  not  conftant,  but  are  changing  ft  ill  j 
One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 
Not  half  fo  old  as  thatf.    I'll  write  againfr.  them, 
Deteft  them,  curfe  them  — yet  'tis  greater  (kill 
In  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will  j 
The  very  devils  cannot  plague  them  better,  [Exit 

ACT    III.     SCENE  I. 
Cymbeline'*  Palace. 
Enter  in  State,  Cymbeline,  ^un,  Cloten,  and  Lords  at 

one  door  j  and  at  another,  Caius  Lucius  and  Attendant. 
Cym,  "VTOW  fay,  what  would  Augufiui  Cajar  with  us  P 
Xll      Luc,  When  Julius  Cafar,  (whole  remem- 
brance yet 

Liv$s  in  nwis  eyes,  and  vuU  to  cars  and  tongue; 
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Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever)  was  in  Britain, 
And  conquer' d  ir,  Cajftbelan  thine  uncle 
(Famous  in  Cafar*s  praifes,  no  whit  lefs 
Than  in  his  feats  deferving  it)  for  him  1 
And  his  fucceflion,  granted  Rome  a  tribute, 
Yearly  three  thoufand  pounds  5  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

Queen.  And,  to  kill  the  marvel, 
Shall  be  fo  ever. 

Clot*  There  be  many  Cafars, 
Ere  fuch  another  Julius :  Britain  is 
A  world  it  felf,  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  nofes. 

Queen.  That  opportunity 
Which  then  they  had  to  take  from's,  to  refume 
We  have  again.    Remember,  Sir  my  Liege, 
The  Kings  your  anceftors  ;  together  with 
The  nat'ral  brav'ry  of  your  ifle,  which  ftands 
As  Neptune's  park  ribbed  and  paled  in  „ 
With  rocks  unsaleable,  and  roaring  waters, 
With  fand  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies  boats, 
But  fuck  them  up  to  tfT  top-maft.    A  kind  of  cooqueft 
Cafar  made  here,  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of,  came,  and  faw,  and  overcame:  With  fhame, 
(The  firft  that  ever  touch'd  him)  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coaft,  twice  beaten }  and  his  ihipping, 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles,)  on  our  terrible  feas, 
Like  egg-mells  movM  upon  their  furges,  crack'd 
As  eafily  'gainft  our  rocks.    For  joy  whereof, 
The  fam'd  Cajfibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(Oh  giglet  fortune !)  to  mailer  Cafar's  fword, 
Made  Lu<Ts  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright, 
And  Britons  rlrut  with  courage. 

Clot,  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid.  Our 
kingdom  is  ftronger  than  it  was  at  that  time;  and,  as  I 
laid,  there  is  no  more  fuch  C&fars ;  others  of  them  may 
have  crook*d  nofes,  but  to  owe  fuch  iftrait  arms,  none. 

Cym.  Son,  l«t  your  mother  end. 

Clot.  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gvipe  as  hard  as 
Caffibtlani  I  do  not  fay  I  am  one  ;  but  I  have  a  hand. 

Why 
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Why  tribute?  Why  mould  we  pay  tribute  ?  if  Cafar  can 
Iftfc  the  fun  from  us  with  a  blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in 
his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him  tribute  for  light  $  elfe,  Sir,  t 
no  more  tribute,  pray  you  now. 

Cym.  You  muft  know, 
'Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
1  his  tribute,  we  were  free.    Cafar"" s  ambition, 
Which  lwell'd  fo  much  that  it  did  almoft  ftretch 
The  fides  o'th"  world,  againft  all  colour  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon's  j  which  to  make  off 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  fuch  as  we 
Reckon  our  felves  to  be.    Say  then  to  Cafar, 
Our  anceftor  was  that  Mulmutius,  who 
Ordain'd  our  laws  whofe  ufe  the  fword  of  Cafar 
Hath  too  much  mangled  5  whofe  repair  and  franchifc 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed,  , 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry :  That  Mulmutiusi 
Who  was  the  flrft  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
His  brows  within  a  golden  crown,  and  call*d 
Himfelf  a  King. 

hue.  I'm  forry,  Cymbeline, 
That  I  am  to  pronounce  Auguflus  Cafar 
{Cafar  that  hath  more  Kings  his  fervants,  than 
Thy  felf  domeftick  officers)  thine  enemy. 
Receive  it  from  me  then.    War  and  confufion 
In  Cafar^s  name  pronounce  I  'gainft  thee:  loofc 
For  fury,  not  to  be  refuted.    Thus  defy'd, 
I  thank  thee  for  my  fclf. 

Cym.  Thou'rt  welcome,  Cuius  \ 
Thy  Cafar  knighted  me  j  my  youth  I  fpent 
Much  under  him :  of  him  I  gather'd  honour, 
Which  as  he  feeks  of  me  again  perforce, 
Behooves  me  keep't  at  utterance.    I  am  perfect, 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmqtians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms :  a  precedent 
Which  not  to  read,  would  mew  the  Britons  cold : 
So  Cafar  fliall  not  find  them. 
hue*  Let  proof  (peak. 

Clot.  His  Majefty  bids  you  welcome.    Make  pafUmtf 
with  us  a  day  or  two,  or  longer:  if  you  feet  UB  after- 
Vcu  VIII.  "        A  a  WMto 
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wards  on  other  terms,  you  mall  find  us  in  our  fait- water 
girdle :  if  you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours :  if  you  fall  in 
the  adventure,  our  crows  fhall  fare  the  better  for  you  j  and 
there* s  an  end. 
,   Luc,  So,  Sir. 

Cym.  I  know  your  matter's  pleafure,  and  he  mine! 
All  the  remain  is,  welcome.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE:  II.      Enter  Pifanio  reading  a  letter. 

Pif.  How  ?  of  adultery  ?  wherefore  write  you  not 
What  monfters  have  accusM  her  ?  Leonatus! 
Oh  mailer,  what  a  ftrange  infection 
Is  fall'n  into  thy  heart  ?  what  falfe  Italian, 
As  poisonous  tongu'd  as  handed,  hath  prevail' d 
On  thy  too  ready  ear  ?  Difloyal  ?  no, 
She's  puninYd  for  her  truth  ;  and  undergoes, 
More  Goddefs-like  than  wife-like,  fuch  aflaults 
As  would  take  in  fome  virtue.   Oh  my  mailer ! 
Thy  mind  to  hers  is  now  as  low,  as  were  j 
Thy  fortunes.    How  ?  that  I  mould  rather  murther  her  t 
Upon  the  love  and  truth  and  vows,  which  I 
Have  made  to  thy  command  I  —  I  her !  —  her  blood ! 
If  it  be  fo  to  do  good  fervice,  never 
Let  me  be  counted  ferviceable.    How  look  I, 
That  I  mould  feem  to  lack  humanity, 
So  much  as  this  fact  comes  to  ?  Do't—tbe  letter  {Reading, 
That  I  have  fent  her,  by  her  own  command  ^ 
Shall  give  thee  opportunity.    Damn'd  paper ! 
Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee :  fenfelefs  bauble  ! 
Art  thou  a  fcedarie  for  this  act,  that  look'ft 
So  virgin-like  without  ?  Lo,  here  me  come*. 

Enter  Imogen. 
I'm  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Into.  How  now,  Pifanio? 

Pif.  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  Lord. 

Imo.  Who  !  thy  Lord  ?  that  is  my  Lord  Leonatus? 
Oh,  learn'd  indeed  were  that  aftronomer 
That  knew  the  Iters,  as  I  his  characters : 
He'd  lay  the  future  open.    You  good  Gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contain'd  relim  of  love, 
Of  my  Lord's  health,  of  his  content  5  yet  not 
I 
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That  we  two  are  afunder  5  let  that  grieve  him  I 

Some  griefs  are  medicinable,  that  is  one*  of  them, 

For  it  doth  phyfick  love  i  of  his  content 

In  ail  but  that!  Good  wax,  thy  leave  —bleft  be 

You  bees  that  make  thefe  locks  of  counfel !  Lovers, 

And  men  in  dangerous  bonds  pray  not  alike. 

Though  forfeiters  you  caft  in  prifon,  yet 

You  clafp  young  Cupid's  tables:  good  news,  Gods!  [Reading. 

Juftice,  and  your  father  s  wrath,  Jhould  be  take  me  in  bis 

dominion,  could  not  be  fo  cruel  to  me,  but  you,  oh  the  dearejl 

of  creatures,  would  even  renew  me  with  your  eyes.  Take 

\tiotice  that  I  am  in  Cambria  at  Milford- Haven  :  what  your 

twn  love  will  out  of  this  advife  you,  follow.    So  he  wijhei 

you  all  bappinefs,  that  remains  loyal  to  Us  vow  %  and  your  $ 

incrtafmg  in  love,  Leonatus  Pofthumus. 

Oh  for  a  horfe  with  wings!  hear'ft  thou,  Pifanio  ? 
I  He  is  at  Milford- Haven :  read,  and  tell  me 
'How  far  'tis  thither.    If  one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  in  a  day  ?  then,  true  Pifanio, 
Who  long' ft  like  me  to  fee  thy  Lord  ;  who  long'  ft: 
(Oh  let  me  bate)  but  not  like  me,  yet  long'ft, 
But  in  a  fainter  kind  —  oh,  not  like  me  j 
For  mine's  beyond,  beyond— fay,  and  fpeak  thick  5 
Love's  counfellor  fhould  fill  the  bores  of  hearing 
To  th'  fmothYing  of  the  fenfe  —  how  far  it  is 
To  this  fame  bleffed  Milford:  and  by  th'  way 
Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  lb  happy,  as 
T*  inherit  fuch  a  haven.    But  firft  of  all, 
How  may  wc  fteal  from  hence  *  and  for  the  gap 
That  we  mall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence  going 
•Till  our  return,  t*  excufe  —  but  firft,  how  get  hence  ? 
"Why  mould  excufe  be  born  or- e'er  begot  ? 
We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.    Pr'ythee  fpeak, 
How  many  fcore  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
*Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 

Pif,  One  fcore  'twixt  fun  and  fun, 
Madam/ s  enough  for  you :  and  too  much  too. 

A  a  z 
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Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to's  execution,  man, 
Could  never  go  fo  flow:  I've  heard  of  wagers, 
Where  horfes  have  been  nimb!er  than  the  fands 
That  run  i'th*  clock's  behalf.    But  this  is  fool'ry. 
Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  ficknefs,  fay 
She'll  home  t'  her  father :  and  provide  me  prefent 
A  riding  fuit  5  no  cofliier  than  would  fit 
A  Franklin's  houfewife. 

Pif.  Madam,  you'd  beft  confider. 
Imo.  I  fee  before  me,  man  5  nor  here,  nor  here, 
Nor  what  enfues,  but  have  a  fog  in  them 
That  I  cannot  look  thro'.    Away,  I  pr'ythee, 
Do  as  I  bid  thee  $  there's  no  more  to  fay ; 
Acceffible  is  none  but  Milford-vszy.  [Exeuti0 
SCENE    III.      A  Foreft  7vitb  a  Cave,  in  Wales. 
Enter  Eellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus, 
Bel,  A  goodly  day !  not  to  keep  houfe,  with  fuch 
Whofe-roof'a  as  low  as  ours :  ftoop,  boys!  this  gate 
Inftrucls  you  how  t'  adore  the  heav'ns ;  and  bows  you 
To  morning's  holy  office.    Gates  of  Monarchs 
Are  arch'd  fo  high,  that  giants  may  get  through 
And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,  withouc 
Good- morrow  to  the  fun.    Hail,  thou  fair  heav'n! 
We  houfe  i'th'  rock,  yet  ufe  thee  not  fo  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 
Guid,  Hail,  heav'n! 
Arw.  Hail,  heav'n! 

Bel.  Now  for  our  mountain -fport,  up  to  yond  hill, 
Your  legs  are  young  s  I'll  tread  thefe  flats,  Confider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
That  it  is  place  which  lefTens  and  fets  off 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  told  you, 
Of  Courts,  of  Princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war, 
That  fervice  is  not  fervice,  fo  being  done, 
But  being  fo  allow'd.    To  apprehend  thus, 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  ail  things  we  fee : 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  fhall  we  find 
The  fharded  beetle  in  a  fafer  hold 
Than  is  the  full-wing'd  eagle.    Oh,  this  life 
'  )s  nobler  than  attending  for  a  check  3 

Richer, 
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Richer,  than  doing  nothing  tor  a  bribe  5 
Prouder,  than  ruftJing  in  unpaid- for  filk  ! 
1  Such  gain  the  cap  of  him  that  makes  ihem  fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrofs'd  j  no  life  to  ours. 

Guid.  Out  of  your  proof  you  fpeak  ;  we  poor  unfUdg'd 
I  Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'th*  nelt ;  nur  know 
What  air's  from  home.    Haply  this  life  is -belt* 
If  quiet  life  is  beft,  fweeter  to  you 
That  have  a  (harper  known:  well  correfponding 
With  your  ftiff  age ;  but  unto  us,  it  is 
A  cell  of  ign' ranee  jt  travelling  a-beJ ; 
A  prifon,  for  a  debtor  that  not  dares 
To  ftride  a  limit. 

Arv,  What  fhould  we  fpeak  of 
When  we  are  old  as  you  ?  when  we  fhall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how 
In  this  our  pinching  cave  fhall  we  difcourfe 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?  We  have  feen  nothing, 
We're  beaftly  j  fubtle  as  the  fox  for  prey, 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  that  we  eat : 
Our  valour  is  to  chafe  what  flies ;  our  cage 
We  make  a  choir,  as  doth  the  prifonM  bird, 
And  fing  our  bondage  freely, 

Bel.  How  you  fpeak ! 
Did  you  but  know  the  city's  ufuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly  ;  the  art  o'th'  Court, 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep  5  whoie  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  fo  flipp'ry  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling;  the  toil  of  war, 
A  pain,  that  only  feems  to  feek  out  danger 
I'th*  name  of  fame  and  honour  j  which  dies  i'th*  fearch, 
And  hath  as  oft  a  fhnd'rous  epitaph, 
As  record  of  fair  act ;  nay,  many  times 
Doth  ill  deferve,  by  doing  well :  what's  worfe, 
Muft  curtTie  at  the  cenfure :  —  Oh  boys,  this  ftory 
The  world  may  read  in  me:  my  body's  mark'd 
With  Roman  fwords  5  and  my  report  was  once 
Firft  with  the  beft  of  note.    Cymbeline  lov'd  me, 
And  when  a  foldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off :  then  was  I  as  a  tree 

A  a  3  Wuofe 
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Whofe  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit.    But  in  one  night 
A  ftorm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will,  ' 
Shook  down  mf  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  Jeaves, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Guid.  Uncertain  favour! 

Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing,  as  I  told  you  oft 
But  that  two  villains  (whofe  falfe  oaths  prevail'/ 
Before  my  perfeft  honour)  fwore  to  Cymbeline, 
I  was  confed'rate  with  the  Romans :  fo 
Follow'd  my  banifhment  5  and  this  twenty  years, 
This  rock  and  thefe  demefnes  have  been  my  world  - 
Where  I  have  iiv'd  at  honeft  freedom,  pay'd  * 
More  pious  debts  to  heav'n,  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time  «-  but,  up  to  th'  mountain  * 
X  his  is  not  hunters  language  j  he  that  ftrikes 
The  venifon  firft,  mall  be  the  Lord  o'th'  feaft  - 
To  him  the  other  two  fhall  minifler, 
And  we  will  fear  no  poifon  which  attends 
In  place  of  fiate:  I'll  meet  you  in  the  vallies. 

,      .  .  Guiderius  and  Arvizagus* 

How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  fparks  of  nature  ! 
The^e  boys  know  little  they  are  fons  to  th'  King, 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think  they're  mine:  and,though  trained  up  tbufmeialy 
1  th  cave  here  on  this  brow,  their  thoughts  do  hit 
The  roofs  of  palaces,  and  nature  prompts  them 
In  fimple  and  low  things  to  prince  it,  much 
ISeyond  the  trick  of  others.    This  Paladour, 
(The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 
The  King  his  father  call'd  GuideriusJ  Jove!. 
When  on  my  three-foot  ftool  I  fit,  and  tell  * 
The  warlike  feats  I've  done,  his  fpirits  fly 
Put  at  my  ft0ry  :  fsy,  thus  mine  enemy  fell, 
j4nd  thus  I  Jet  my  foot  on's  neck — even  then 
The  princejy  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  fweat?, 
grains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himfeif  in  pof/ure 
That  acls  my  words  —  The  younger  brother  Cadwal, 
(Once  Aruiragus,)  in  as  like  a  figure 
Strikes  life  into  my  fpeech.  and  flews  much  more 
His  own  conceiving;    Hark,  tfee  game  is  rouz'd  — 

Oh 
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©h  Cymbeline!  heav'n  and  my  confcience  know 

Thou  didft  unjuftly  banifh  me  :  whereon 

At  three,  and  two  years  old,  I  ftole  thefe  babes, 

Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  fucceflion,  as 

Thou  'retVft  me  of  my  lands,  Euriphile, 

Thou  waft  their  nurfe,  they  take  thee  for  their  mother, 

And  every  day  do  honour  to  thy  grave  ; 

My  felf  Bellarius  that  am  Morgan  call'd, 

They  take  for  natural  father.    The  game's  up.  [Exit. 
SCENE    IV.     Enter  Pifanio  and  Imogen. 
Imo.  Thou  told'ft  me  when  we  came  from  horfe,  the  place 

Was  near  at  hand.    Ne'er  long'd  his  mother  fo 

To  fee  him  firft,  as  I  have  now.  Pifanio, 

Where  is  Poft humus  ?  What  is  in  thy  mind 

That  makes  thee  flare  thus  ?  wherefore  breaks  that  figh 

Fiom  th'  inward  of  thee?  one  but  painted  thus 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 

Beyond  felf- explication.    Put  thy  felf 

Into  a  'haviour  of  lefs  fear,  ere  wildnefs 

Vanquifh  thy  fteadier  fenfes  —  what's  the  matter  ? 

Why  otFer'ft  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 

A  look  untender  ?  if 't  be  fummer  news, 

Smile  to't  before  ;  if  winterly,  thou  need'ft 

But  keep  that  count'nance  ftill.    My  huihand's  hand  ? 

That  drug-dimn'd  Italy  hath  out-craftied  him, 

And  he's  at  fome  hard  point.    Speak,  man  ;  thy  tongue 

May  take  off  fome  extremity,  which  to  read 

Would  be  ev'n  mortal  to  me. 

Pif.  Pleafe  you  read, 
And  you  mall  find  me,  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  moft  difdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imogen  reads. 

*Xhy  mijirefs,  Pifanio,  bath  played  the  ftrumpet  in  Try  bed : 
the  teftimonies  ivbereof  lye  bleeding  in  me.  I  fpeak  not  out 
of  weak  furmifet,  but  from  proof  as  ftrong  as  my  grief,  and 
as  certain  as  I  expecl  my  revenge.  That  part  thou,  Pifanio, 
mufi  ail  for  me,  if  thy  faith  be  not  tainted  -with  the  breach 
o  f  hers  ;  let  thine  own  bands  take  away  her  life  :  I  jb  all  give 
thee  opportunity  at  Milford-Haven.  She  hatb  my  letter  fir 
the  furpofe-%  mhtrt,  if  thou  fear  to  fi'ike,  and  to  make  me 

certain 
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iertain  it  is  done,  tbou  art  the  Pander  to  her  dijhoncur,  and 
tqually  to  me  dijloyal, 

PiJ,  What  mall  I  need  to  draw  my  fword  ?  the  paper 
Hath  cut  her  throat  already.    No,  'tis  flander, 
Whofe  edge  is  {harper  than  the  fword,  whofe  tongue 
Out- venoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile,  whofe  breath 
Rides  on  the  pofting  winds,  and  doth  belie 
All  corners  of  the  world.    Kings,  Queen?,  and  ftates, 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  feerets  of  the  grave, 
This  viperous  flander  enters.   What  chear,  Madam  ?» 

Imo*  Falfe  to  his  bed  !  what  is  it  to  be  falle  ? 
To  lye  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 
To  weep  'twixt  clock  and  clock  ?  if  fleep  charge  nature* 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him, 
And  cry  my  felf  awake  ?  that  falfe  to's  bed  ! 

Pif.  Alas,  good  Lady! 

Imo,  I  falfe  ?  thy  eonfcience  witnefs,  Iacbim, 
Thou  didft  accufe  him  of  incontinency, 
Thou  then  look'dft  jike  a  villain  :  now,  methinks, 
Thy  favour's  good  enough.    Some  Jay  of  Italy, 
Whofe  feathers  are  her  painting,  hath  betray'd  Kim  z 
Poor  I  am  ftale,  a  garment  out  of  fafhion, 
And  for  I'm  richer  than  to  hang  by  th*  walls, 
I  muft  be  ript :  to  pieces  with  me :  oh, 
Mens  vows  are  womens  traitors.    All  good  feeming 
By  thy  revolt,  oh  hufband,  mall  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villainy :  not  born  where' t  grows, 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  Ladies. 

Pif.  Madam,  hear  me  

Imo,  True  honeft  men  being  heard,  like  falfe  Mness^ 
Were  in  his  time  thought  falfe :  and  Sinon's  weeping 
Did  fcandal  many  a  holy  tear,  took  pity 
From  moft  true  wretchednefs.   So  thou,  P(iftbumusM 
Wilt  lay  the  level  to  all  proper  men  j 
Goodly  and  gallant  fhall  be  falfe  and  perjur*d, 
From  thy  great  fail.    Come,  fellow,  be  thou  honeft, 
Do  thou  thy  mailer's  bidding  :  when  thou  feeft  him^ 
A  little  witnefs  my  obedience.    Look ! 
I  draw  the  fword  my  felf,  take  it,  and  hit 
The  innocent  manias  of  my  love,  my  heart  j 
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Fear  not,  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief  J 
Thy  mailer  is  not  there  ;  who  was  indeed 
The  riches  of  it.    Do  his  bidding,  ftrike; 
Thou  may1  ft  be  valiant  in  a  better  caufe, 
But  now  thou  feem'ft  a  coward. 

Pif.  Hence,  vile  inftrument ! 
Thou  fhalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

lmo.  Why,  I  mutt  die  j 
And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  fervant  of  thy  matter's.    'Gainft  felf-flaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  fo  divine 

That  cravens  my  weak  hand:  come,  here's  my  heart  — 
Something's  afore' t—foft,  foft,  we'll  no  defence  5 

[Opening  btr  breaft. 
Obedient  as  the  fcabbard  !  —  What  is  here  ? 
The  fcripturcs  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 
All  turn'd  to  herefie  ?  awayi  away, 

[Pulling  bis  letters  out  of  bet  bofm* 
Corrupters  of  my  faith,  you  mall  no  more 
Be  ftomachers  to  my  heart :  thus  may  poor  fools 
Believe  falfe  teachers:  thofe  that  are  betray  *d 
Do  feel  the  treafon  ftiarply,  yet  the  traitor 
Stands  in  worfe  cafe  of  woe.    And  thou,  Pcfibumut, 
That  didft  fet  up  my  difobedience 
Againft  the  King  my  father,  and  didft  make 
Me  put  into  contempt  even  the  fuits 
Of  princely  fellows ;  (halt  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  art  of  common  paflage,  but 
A  ft.  ain  of  rarenefs :  and  I  grieve  my  felf, 
To  think,  when  thou  (halt  be  dif-edg'd  by  her 
Whom  now  thou  tir'ft  on,  how  thy  memory 
Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me  — Pr'ythce  difpatch, 
The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher,    Where's  the  knife  ? 
Thou  art  too  flow  to  do  thy  matter's  bidding, 
When  I  defire  it  too. 

Pif,  O  gracious  Lady  ! 
Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  bufinefs, 
I  have  not  flept  one  wink. 

Into.  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 

Pif*  I'll  wake  mine  eye- balls  blind  fir  ft. 
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Imo.  Wherefore  then 
Didft  undertake  it  ?  why  haft  thou  abusM 
So  many  miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place  ? 
Mine  action  ?  and  thine  own  ?  our  horfes  labour? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  Court 
For  my  being  abfent  ?  whereunto  I  never 
Purpofe  return.    Why  haft  thou  gone  fo  far,  x 
To  be  unbent  when  thou  haft  ta'n  thy  ftan«r, 
Th*  elected  deer  before  thee  ? 

Pif.  But  to  win  time 
To  lofe  fo  bad  employment,  in  the  which 
I  have  confider'd  of  a  courfe  5  good  Lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Im9.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary,  fpeak. 
J've  heard  I  am  a  {trumpet,  and  mine  ear 
(Therein  falfe  ftruck)  can  take  no  greater  \voun3, 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.  But*fpeak, 

Pif.  Then,  Madam, 
1  thought  you  would  not  back  again, 

Imo.  Moft  like, 
Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me, 

Pif.  Not  fo  neither  ; 
But  if  I  were  as  wife  as  honeft,  then 
My  purpofe  would  prove  well :  it  cannot  be 
But  that  my  mailer  is  abus'dj  fome  villain, 
And  lingular, in  his  art,  hath  done  you  both 
This  curfed  injury. 
Imo.  Some  Roman  courtezan—*— 
Pif.  No,  on  my  life. 
I'll  give  him  notice  you  are  dead,  and  fend  huB 
Some  bloody  fign  of  it :  for  'tis  commanded 
I  fhoujd  do  fo.    You  mail  be  mifs'd  at  Court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo.  Why,  good  fellow, 
What  mail  I  do  the  while  ?  where  bide  ?  how  lire  } 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  hufband  ? 

Pif  If  you'll  back  to  th'  Court  * 

Imo.  No  Court,  no  farther ;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harfh,  noble,  fimple  nothing,  CUttn: 

That 
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That  Chun  whofe  love-fuit  hath  been  to  mc 
As  fearful  as  a  fiege. 

Pif.  If  not  at  Court, 
Then  not  in  Britain  mull  you  bide.    Where  then  ? 

Imo.  Hath  Britain  all  the  fun  that  fliines  ?  Day,  night, 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  P  i'th'  world's  volume 
Our  Britain  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it  5 
In  a  great  pool  a  fwan's  neft.    Pf'ythee  think 
There's  living  out  of  Britain, 

Pif,  I  am  mod  glad 
You  chink  of  other  place :  th'  Ambaflador, 
Lucius  the  Roman  comes  to  Mi/ford- Haven 
To-morrow,    Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mien 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is,  and  but  difguife 
Thar  which  t*  appear  it  felf,  muft  not  yet  be, 
But  by  felf- danger  j  you  mould  tread  a  courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view  j  yea,  haply  near 
The  refidence  of  Po/ihumus,  to  nigh, 
That  though  his  atlion  were  not  vifible, 
Report  mould  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear. 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Inn.  Oh !  for  fuch  means, 
(Though  peril  to  my  modefty,  not  death  on't) 
I  would  adventure. 

Pif.  Well  then,  here's  the  point : 
You  muft  forget  to  be  a  woman,  change 
Command  into  obedience  ;  fear  and  nicenefs, 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or  more  truly 
Woman  its  pretty  felf,)  to  waggifh  courage, 
Ready  in' gybes,  quick  anfwer  d,  fawcy,  and 
As  quarrellous  as  the  weazel :  nay,  you  muft 
Forget  that  rareft  treafure  of  your  cheek, 
Expofing  it  (but  oh  the  harder  hap ! 
Alack,  no  remedy)  to  th'  greedy  touch 
Of  common-  kitting  Titan  ;  and  forget 
Your  labourfome  and  dainty  trims,  w  herein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo,  Nay,  be  brief: 
I  fee  into  thy  end,  and  am  almoft 
^  man  already. 
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Pif.  Firft,  make  your  felf  but  like  one. 
Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit 
("Fis  in  my  cloak-bag)  doublet,  hat,  hofe,  all 
That  anfwer  to  them.    Would  you  in  their  ferving, 
And  with  what  imitaticn  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  fuch  a  feaion,  before  Lucius 
Prefent  your  felf,  defire  his  feivice  5  tell  him 
Wherein  you're  happy,  which  you'll  make  him  know* 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  mufick  j  doubtlefs 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you  ;  for  he's  honourable, 
And  doubling  that,  moft  holy.    Your  means  abroad 
You  have  me  rich  ;  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning,  nor  fupply. 

Imo.  Thou'rt  all  the  comfort 
The  Gods  will  diet  me  with.    Pr'ythee  away. 
There's  more  to  be  ccnfider'd  j  but  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us.    This  attempt 
I'm  foldier'd  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  Prince's  courage.    Hafte  away,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pif  Well,  Madam,  we  muft  take  a  fhort  farewcl, 
Left,  being  mifs'd,  I  be  fufpected  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  Court.    My  noble  miftrefs, 
Here  is  a  box,  I  had  it  from  the  Queen, 
What's  in't  is  precious:  if  you're  fick  at  fea, 
Or  ftomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  diftemper.  -—To  fome  made, 
And  fit  you  to  your  manhood  $  may  the  Gods 
Direct  you  to  the  belt.  ! 

Imo,  Amen!  I  thank  thee.  [Exeunt  federally m 

S  C  t  N  E    V.     The  Palace  of  Cymbeime.  I 
Enter  Cymbeline,  Szjueen,  Cloten,  Lucius,  Lords,  and\ 
Attendants. 

Cym.  Thus  far,  and  fo  farewel. 

Luc.  Thanks,  royal  Sir. 
My  Emperor  hath  wrote  ;  I  muft  from  hence, 
And  am  right  forry,  that  I  muft  report  ye 
My  mafter's  enemy,  . 

Cym,  Onr  fubjects,  Sir, 
Will  not  endure  his.yoak  ;  and  for  our  felf 

T« 
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To  mew  lefs  fovereignty  than  they,  muft  needs 
Appear  un- kinglike. 

Luc.  So,  Sir,  I  defire 
A  conduct  over  land,  to  Mi  (ford -Haven, 
Madam,  all  joy  befal  your  Grace,  and  you! 

Cym.  My  Lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office  | 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit :  k 
So  farewel,  noble  Lucius, 
Luc.  Your  hand,  my  Lord. 
Clot.  Receive  it  friendly  ;  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc.  Th*  event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  winner.    Fare  you  well. 

Cym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  Lords, 
'Till  he  have  croft  the  Severn,    Happinefs ! 

[Exit  Lucius,  cj?\-, 
Qtutn,  He  goes  hence  frowning  5  but  it  honours  us 
That  we  have  giv'n  hira  caufe. 

Clot.  'Tis  all  the  better, 
Your  valiant  Britom  have  their  wifhes  in  it. 

Cym,  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  Emperor, 
How  it  goes  here.  'It  fits  us  therefore  ripely, 
Our  chariots  and  our  horfemen  be  in  readinefs  j 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  ibon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  move* 
His  war  for  Britain, 

Queen,  *Tis  not  fleepy  bufinef", 
But  muft  be  look'd  to  fpeedily,  and  ftrongly. 

Cym,  Our  expectation  that  it  mould  be  thus 
Hath  made  us  forward.    But,  my  gentle  Queen> 
Where  is  onr  daughter  ?  me  hath  rot  appear 'd 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender' d 
The  duty  of  the  day.    She  looks  as  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty  ; 
We've  noted  it.    Call  her  before  us,  for 
We've  been  too  light  in  fuftcrancc.       [Exit  a  Mfjpngtr, 

Quetn,  Royal  Sir, 
Since  th'  exile  of  Pojibumus,  mod  retired 
Hath  her  life  been  ;  the  euro  whereof,  my  Lord, 
*Ti$  time  muft  do.   'BeiVech  your  Majcftyj 
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Forbear  fharp  fpeeches  to  her.   She's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  ftroke^ 
And  llrokes  death  to  her. 

Re  enter  the  Mejfengcr. 
Cym.  Where  is  me  ?  and  how 
Can  her  contempt  be  anl'wer'd  ? 

Mef.  Pleafe  ycu,  Sir, 
Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd,  and  there's  no  anfwe-i 
That  will  be  giv'n  to  th1  loudeft  noife  we  make. 

Queen.  My  Loid,  when  laft  I  went  to  vilit  her, 
She  pray'd  me  to  excufe  her  keeping  clofe, 
Whereto  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  mould  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you 
Which  daily  me  was  bound  to  proffer  $  this 
She  wifh'd  me  to  make  known  $  but  our  great  Court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  memory. 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? 
Not  feen  of  late  ?  grant  heav'ns,  that  which  I  fear 
Prove  falfei  [E 
Queen.  Son,  I  fay  $  follow  you  the  King. 
Cht.  That  man  of  hers,  Pifam'o,  her  old  fervanr, 
I  have  not  feen  thefe  two  days.  [Ei 
Queen.  Go  look  after  [To  the  Meffeng 

Pifanioi—-ht  that  (tandcth  fo  for  Pcfibumus, 
xic  hath  a  drug  of  mine  $  I  pray,  his  abfence 
Proceed  by  fwallowing  that  $  for  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  moft  precious.    But  for  her, 
Where  is  ihe  gone  ?  haply  defpair  hath  feiz'd  her  $ 
Or  wing'd  with  fervor  of  her  love,  /he's  flown 
To  her  defir'd  Pofibutnus ;  gone  me  is 
To  death,  or  to  difhonour,  and  m y  end 
Can  make  good  ufe  of  either.   She  being  down, 
I  have  the  placing  of  the  Brtttjb  crown* 

Rc-  enter  Uote;j, 
Hov?  now,  my  fori  ?  .  » 

Clot.  'Tis  certain  fhc  is  fled. 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  King,  he  rages,  BOfig 
Pare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  All  the  better $  may 
This  night  fore- flail  him  of  the  coming  day!  [Exit  Qua 

a 
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!  Clot.  I  love  and  hate  her.    For  (he's  fair  and  royal, 
And  that  me  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquifite 
rhln  any  lady,  winning  from  each  one 
The  beft  me  haih,  and  flic  of  all  compounded 
but -fells  them  all  j  I  love  her  therefore:  but 
Difdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Pojibumus,  (landers  lb  her  judgment, 
jrhat  what's  elfe  tare  is  choak'd,  and  in  that  point 
will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay  indeed 
To  be  revengM  upon  her.    For  when  fools 
itttU<  

SCENE    VI.     Enter  Pifanio. 
Who  is  here  >  what !  are  you  packing,  iirrah  ? 
Some  hither  ;  ah  you  precious  pardar,  villain, 
Where  is  thy  Lady  ?  in  a  word,  or  fife 
XhouVt  ftraightway  with  the  fiends.  [Drawing  bis  fa 

Pif.  Oh,  good  mv  Lord  ! 

Clot.  Where  is  thy  Lady  ?  or,  by  Jupiter, 
I  will  not  afk  sgain.    Clofe  villain, 
ril  have  this  fecret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  rind  it.    Is  me  with  Pojibumus  ? 
'From  whofe  fo  many  weights  of  balenef9  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

tift  Alas,  rtijr  Lord, 
How  can  me  be  wiih  him  5  when  was  me  mifs'd  ?■ 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Clot.  Where  is  me,  Sir  >  come  nearer  j 
No  farther  halting  5  fatisfie  me  home, 
What  is  become  of  her. 

Pif.  Oh,  my  all-worthy  Lord  '. 

Clot,  All-worthy  villain  ! 
Difcover  where  thy  miftrefs  is,  at  once, 
At  the  next  word  ;  no  more  of  worthy  Lord. 
Speak,  or  thy  filence  on  the  inilant  is 
IThy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Pif.  Then,  Sir, 
This  paper  is  the  hiftory  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight. 

Clot.  Let's  fee't ;  I  will  puifue  her 
'  F.ven  to  Augufiw?  throne. 

B  b  l 
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Pif.  Or  this,  or  peri/h.  ^ 

She's  far  enough,  and  what  he  learns  by  this,  £  Afide, 

May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger.  5 

Clot,  Humh. 


Pif.  1*11  write  to  my  Lord  fhe's  dead.  Oh,  Imogen. 
Safe  may'ft  thou  wander,  fafe  return  again! 


Clot.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true  ? 
Pif.  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clot,  It  is  Poflbumus's  hand,  I  know't.  Sirrah,  if  thou 
would' ft  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  fervice  j  undergo 
thofe  employments  wherein  I  mould  have  caufe  to  ufe  thee 
with  a  ferious  induftry,  that  is,  what  villainy  foe'er  I  bid 
thee  do,  perform  it  directly  and  truly  ;  I  would  think  thee 
an  honefc  man,  thou  fhouldft  neither  want  any  Means  for 
thy  relief,  ror  my  voice  for  thy  preferment. 

Pif,  Well,  my  good  Lord. 

Clot,  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ?  for  fince  patiently  and  con- 
stantly thou  haft  ftuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that  beggar 
PoJlbumuSy  thou  can'ft  not  in  the  courfe  of  gratitude  but 
be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine.    Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ? 

Pif,  Sir,  I  will. 

Clot,  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  purfe.  Haft  any 
of  thy  late  mafter's  garments  in  thy  poiTeffion  ? 

Pif,  I  have,  my  Lord,  at  the  lodging,  the  fame  fuit  he 
wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  miftrefs. 

Clot,  The  firft  fervice  thou  doft  me,  fetch  that  fuit  hi* 
fcher  •  let  it  be  thy  firft  fervice,  go. 


Clot.  Meet  thee  at  Milford- Haven  — -  I  forgot  to  afk  him 
one  thing,  I'll  remember' t  anon  5  — even  there,  thou  vil- 
lain Poftbumusy  will  I  kill  thee.  I  wculd  thefe  garments 
were  ccme.  She  faid  upon  a  time,  (the  bitternefs  cf  it  I 
now  belch  from  my  heart,)  that  fheheld  the  very  garment 
of  Pof  humus  in  more  refpecl  than  my  noble  and  natural 
perfon,  together  with  the  adornment  of  my  qualities.  With 
that  fuit  upon  my  back  will  I  ravifh  her;;  firft  kill  him, 
*nd  in  her  eyes — there  mall  Hie  fee  my  valour,  which  will 
then  be  a  torment  to  her  contempt.  He  on  the  ground, 
my  fpeech  of  infultment  ended  on  his  dead  body,  and  when 
my  luft  hath  dined,  (which  as  I  fay,  to  vex  her,  I  will 


Pif,  I  mail,  my  Lord. 


[Exit, 


exe- 


Cymbelins.  289 

execute  in  the  cloaths  that  me  fo  prais'd)  to  the  Court  I'll 
kick  her  back,  foot  her  home  a^ain.  She  hath  deipia'd 
me  rejoycingly,  and  I'll  be  merry  m  my  revenge. 

Enter  Pifanio,  vuitb  a  fuit  of  cLatbs. 
Be  thofe  the  garments  ? 
Pif.  Ay,  my  noble  Lord* 

Clot.  How  long  is't  fince  me  went  to  Milford-llavtn  f 
Pif  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 

Clot.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber,  that  is  the  fe-. 
COnd  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee.  The  third  is, 
that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  mute  to  my  defign.  Be  but 
duteous,  and  true  preferment  mail  tender  it  felt*  to  thee. 
My  revenge  is  now  at  Milford,  would  I  had  wings  to  fol- 
low it !  come  and  be  true.  [Exit* 

Pif.  Thou  bidd'ft  me  to  my  lofs:  for  true  to  thee, 
Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  I  will  never  be, 
To  her  that  is  rnoft  true.    To  Milfcrd  go, 
And  find  not  her,  whom  thou  puriVfT.    Flow,  flow^ 
You  heav'nly  blellings,  on  her!  this  fool's  fpeed 
Be  croft  with  fiownefs ;  labour  be  his  meed  !  [Exit* 
SCENE    VII.      The  Foreft  and  Cave. 
Enter  Imogen  in  Soy's  cloaths, 

Imo,  I  fee  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one  : 
I've  tired  my  felf  j  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.    I  mould  be  lick, 
But  that  my  refolution  helps  me.  Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain- top  Pifanio  fhew'd  thee, 
Thou  waft  within  a  ken.    Oh  Jovet  I  think 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched,  fuch  I  mean 
Where  they  mould  be  reliev'd.    Two  beggars  told  me, 
I  could  not  mifs  my  way.    Will  poor  folks  lie 
That  have  affliction  on  them,  knowing  'tis 
A  puniihment,  or  ttyal  ?  yet  no  wonder, 
When  rich  ones  fcarce  tell  true.    To  lapfe  in  fullnefs 
Is  forer,  than  to  lie  for  need  \  and  filfliood 
Is  worfe  in  Kings,  than  beggars.    My  dear  Lord  I 
Thou'rt  one  o'th'  falfe  ones  j  now  I  think  on  thee. 
My  hmgei's  gone  ;  but  ev'n  before,  I  was 
At  point  to  fin*  tor  food.    Kut  what  is  this  > 

[Stein*  the  Qive. 
B  \  5  H;re 
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Here  is  a  path  to't  —  *tis  fome  favage  hold  5 
'Twere  beft  not  call  5  I  dare  not  call  5  yet  famine, 
Ere  it  clean  o'er-throw  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenty  and  peace  breed  cowards,  hardnefs  ever 
Of  hardinefs  is  mother.    Ho !  who's  here  ? 
If  any  thing  that's  civil,  fpeak  ;  if  favage, 
Take,  or  yield  foodl  no  anfwer  ?  then  I'll  enter. 
Befl:  draw  my  fvvord  5  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  fword  like  me,  he'll  fcarcely  look  on't# 
Grant  fuch  a  foe,  good  heav'ns !      [She  goes  intotbeCave, 
Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Aiviragus. 

Bel.  You,  Paladour,  have  prov'd  beft  woodman,  and 
Are  matter  of  the  feaft  ;  Cadwal  and  I 
Will  play  the  cook,  and  fervant,  'tis  our  match: 
The  fweat  of  induftry  would  dry,  and  die 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.    Come,  our  ftomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely  favory  ;  wearinefs 
Can  more  upon  the  flint,  when  refty  floth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard.    Now  peace  be  here, 
Poor  houfe,  that  kcep'ft  thy  felf  I 

Guid.  I'm  throughly  v.reary. 

Aw,  I'm  weak  with  toil,  yet  flrong  in  appetite. 

Guid.  There  is  cold  meat  i'rh'  cave,  we'll  brouzeon  that 
Whilft  what  we've  kill'd  be  cook'd. 

sBel.  Stay,  come  not  in   [Looking  in, 

But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  mould  think 
It  were  a  Fairy. 

Guid.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  By  Jupiter,  an  Angel !  or  if  not,  ' 
An  earthly  paragon.    Behold  divinenefs 
No  elder  than  a  boy. 

Enter  Imogen. 
.  Into,  Gcod  mailers,  harm  me  not ; 
Before  I  enter'd  here,  I  call'd,  and  thought 
T*  have  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took :  gocd  troth, 
I  have  ftol'n  nought,  nor  would  not,  though  I'd  found 
Gold  ftrew'd  o'th'  floor.    Here's  mony  for  my  meat, 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board  fo  foon 
As  I  had  made  my  meal :  and  parted  thence 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

'  Guid, 
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Guid.  Mony,  youth  ? 

Aw.  All  gold  and  filver  rather  turn  to  dirt? 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  thofe 
Who  worfhip  dirty  Gods. 

Imo.  I  fee  you're  angry : 
Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  mould 
Have  dy'd,  had  J  not  made  it. 
,    Bel.  Whither  bound  ? 

Imo.  To  Mil/ or  d- Haven. 

Bel.  Say,  what  is  your  name  ? 

Imo.  Fidele,  Sir  ;  I  have  a  kinfman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy  ;  he  embarques  at  Milford, 
To  whom  being  going,  almoft  fpent  with  hunger, 
I'm  fall'n  in  this  offence. 

Bel.  Pr'ythee,  fair  youth, 
Think  us  no  churls ;  nor  meafure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  Jive  in.  Well-encounter'd! 
'Tis  almoft  night,  you  mall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart,  and  thanks  to  (lay  and  eat  it. 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Guid.  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 
I  mould  wooe  hard,  but  be  your  groom  in  honefty 
I'd  bid  for  you,  as  I  would  buy. 

Aw.  I'll  make't  my  comfort 
He  is  a  man  ;  I'll  love  him  as  my  brother: 
And  fuch  a  welcome  as  I'd  give  to  him, 
After  long  abfence,  fuch  is  yours.    Moft  welcome 
Be  fprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongft  friends. 

Imo.  'Mongft  friends, 
If  brothers —  Would  it  had  been  fo  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  fons ;  the  n  had  my  price  y 
Been  lefs,  and  fo  more  equal  balancing  C 
To  thee,  Pojibumus.  ^ 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  fome  diftrefs. 

Guid.  Would  I  could  free'tl 

Aw.  Or  I,  whatever  ir  be, 
What  pain  it  coft,  what  danger  5  Gods! 

Bel.  Hark,  boys.  [fVbij 

Imo.  Great  men, 
That  had  a  Court  no  bigger  than  this  cave. 
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That  did  attend  themfelves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  confcience  feal'd  them,  laying  by 
That  nothing-gift  of  defering  multitudes, 
Could  not  out- peer  thefe  twain.    Pardon  me,  Godj, 
I'd  change  my  fex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatut  is  falfe. 

Bel  It /hall  be  fo: 
Boys,  we'll  go  drefs  our  hunt.    Fair  youth,  come  in  t, 
Difcourfe  is  heavy,  failing  j  when  we've  fupp'd, 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  ftory, 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  fpeak* 

Guid,  I  pray  draw  near. 

Aru,  The  night  to  th*  owl,  and  morn  to  th'  lark,  lefa 
welcome  !  [Exeunt .  * 

SCENE    VIII.     Cymbeline't  Palace. 
Enter  Cymbeline,  Lords,  and  Pifanio. 
Cym,  Again  ;  and  bring  me  word  how  'tis  with  her  \, 
A  fever  with  the  abfence  of  her  fon  ; 
Madnefs,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger;  heav'ns! 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me !  Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone !  my  Queen 
Upon  a  defperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me  !  her  fon  gone, 

#  — —  lefs  welcome ! 

SCENE   VIII.  Rome. 
Enter  t<wo  Roman  Senators,  and  Tribunes* 

1  Sen.  This  is  the  tenor  of  the  Emperor's  writ  j 
That  fince  the  common  men  are  now  in  adtion 
'Gainft  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians, 
And  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia,  are 
Fall  weak  to  undertake  our  war  againft 
The  fall'n  off  Britons ;  that  we  do  incite 
The  gentry  to  this  bufinefs.    He  creates 
Lucius  Pro-conful :  and  to  you  the  Tribunes 
For  this  immediate  levy,  he  commands 
His  abfolute  commiflion.   Long  live  Cafar ! 

Tri.  Is  Lucius  Gen'rai  of  the  forces  i 

2  Sen.  Ay. 
I  Tri.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia  ? 

i  Sen.  With  thofe  legions 
Whfch-i-liave  fpoken  of,  whereunto  your  levy 
Muft  be  fuppliant:  the  words  of  your  commi&on 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers  and  the  time 
Of  their  difpatch. 

Tri,  We  will  dtfeharge  our  duty. 


{Exeunt, 


{Exeunt. 
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So  needful  for  this  prefent !  it  ftrikes  me,  paft 
The  hope  of  comfort.    But  for  thee,  fellow, 
Who  needs  muft  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Doft  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'll  force  it  from  thee 
By  a  fharp  torture. 

Pif*  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 
I  fet  it  at  your  will :  but  for  my  miftrefs, 
I  nothing  know  where  me  remains,  why  gone, 
Nor  when  me  purpofes  return.    'Befeech  you, 
Hold  me  your  loyal  fervant. 

Lord.  Good  my  Liege, 
The  day  that  fhe  was  miffing,  he  was  here  ; 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  mail  perform 
All  parts  of  his  fubjeclion  loyally.    For  Cloten, 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  fecking  him, 
He  will  no  doubt  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time  is  troublefome  5 
We'll  flfy  you  for  a  feafon,  but  our  jealoufie 
Do's  yet  depend. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
The  Roman  legions  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  coaft,  with  large  fupply 
Of  Roman  Gentlemen,  by  th*  Senate  fenr. 

Cym.  Now  for  the  counfel  of  my  fon  and  Qv>een  : 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 

Lord.  Good  my  Liege, 
Your  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs 
Than  what  you  hear  of.  Come  more,  for  more  you're  ready  j 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  thefe  powers  in  motion, 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym,  I  thank  you  ;  let's  withdraw 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  feeks  us.    We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us,  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here.    Come,  let's  away. 

[Exeunt  Cymbeline  and  Lcrdt. 
■  Pif.  I've  had  no  letter  from  my  matter,  lince 
I  wrote  him  Imogen  was  (lain.    'Tis  ftrange  $ 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  miftrefs,  who  did  promife 
To  yield  me  often  tidings.    Neither  know  J 
What  is  betid  to  C/oten,  but  remain 
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Pcrplext  in  all.    The  heavens  ftill  muft  work  j 
Wherein  I'm  falfe,  I'm  honeft  j  not  true,  true, 
Thefe  prefent  wars  mall  find  I  love  my  country, 
Ev'n  to  the  note  o'th'  King,  or  I'll  fall  in  them^ 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd  j 
Fortune  brings  in  ibme  boats  that  are  not  fteer'd.  [Exit, 

ACT   IV,      SCENE  I. 
The  Foreft.    Enter  Cloten  alone. 

I Am  near  to  th'  place  where  they  mould  meet,  if  Pifama 
have  mapp'd  it  truly.  How  fit  his  garments  ferve  me) 
why  mould  his  miftrefs,  who  was  made  by  him  that  made 
the  tailor,  not  be  fit  too  ?  the  rather  (faving  reverence  of 
the  word,)  becaufe  'tis  faid,  a  woman's  fitnefs  comes  by 
fits.  Therein  I  muft  play  the  workman  ;  I^iare  fpeak  it 
to  my  felf,  for  it  is  no  vain* glory  for  a  man  and  his  glafs  to 
confer  in  his  own  chamber  5  I  mean,  the  lines  of  my  bedy 
are  as  well  drawn  as  his  j  no  lei's  young,  more  ftrong,  not 
beneath  him  in  fortunes,  beyond  him  in  the  advantage  of 
the  time,  above  him  in  birth,  alike  converfant  in  general 
fervices,  and  more  remarkable  in  fingle  oppofition? ;  yet  this 
ill-  perfeverant  thing  loves  him  in  my  defpight.  What  mor- 
tality is !  Poftbumus,  thy  head  which  is  now  growing  upon 
thy  moulders,  mall  within  this  hour  be  off,  thy  miftrefs 
enfote'd,  thy  garments  cut  to  pieces  before  her  face  5  and 
all  this  done,  I'll  fpurn  her  home  to  her  father,  who  may, 
happily,  be  a  little  angry  for  my  fo  rough  ufage;  but  my 
mother  having  power  of  his  teftinefs,  mall  turn  all  into  my 
commendations.  My  horfe  is  ty'd  up  fafe :  out,  fword, 
and  to  a  fore  purpofe !  fortune  put  them  into  my  hand ! 
this  is  the  very  defcription  of  their  meeting- place,  and  the 
fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  [Exit* 
SCENE  II.  The  Front  of  the  Cave. 
Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  and  Imogen, 
from  the  Cave. 
Bel.  You  are  not  well :  remain  here  in  the  cave, 
We'll  come  t'you  after  hunting. 

Arv.  Brother,  ftay  here : 
Are  we  not  brothers  ? 

//wt».  So  man  and  man  mould  be, 

But 
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But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity, 
Whofe  dull  is  both  alike.    I'm  very  fick. 

Guid,  Go  you  to  hunting,  I'll  abide  with  him* 

Imo,  So  fick  I  am  not,  yet  I  am  not  well, 
But  not  fo  citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  feem  to  die,  ere  fick :  fo  pleafe  you,  leave  me, 
Stick  to  your  journal  courfe  ;  the  breach  of  cuftom, 
Is  breach  of  all.    I'm  ill,  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me.    Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  fociable :  I'm  not  very  fick, 
Since  I  can  reafon  of  t.    Pray  you  truft  me  hew, 
I'll  rob  none  but  my  feif,  and  let  me  die 
Stealing  fo  poorly. 

Guid,  I  love  thee :  I  have  fpoke  it ; 
How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
As  I  do  love  my  father. 

Bel,  What  ?  how  ?  how  ? 

Aw,  If  it  be  fin  to  fay  fo,  Sir,  I  yoak  me 
In  my  good  brother's  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth,  and  I  have  heard  you  fay, 
Love  realbns  without  reafon.    The  bier  at  door, 
And  a  demand  who  is't  mall  die,  I'd  fay 
My  father,  vot  this  youth, 

Bel,  O  noble  ftrain  ! 

0  worthinefs  of  nature,  breed  of  greatnefs !  * 
I'm  not  their  father^  yet  who  this  mould  be 
Doth  miracle  it  felf  j  iov'd  before  me  !  — — 
'Tm  the  ninth  hour  o'th'  morn. 

Anu.  Brother,  farewel. 
Imo,  I  wifh  ye  fport. 

Aw,  You  health — —  fo  pleafe  you,  Sir. 
Imo,  Thefeare  kind  creatures,  Gods,what  lies  I've  heard! 
Our  Courtiers  fay,  all's  lavage,  but  at  Court:  -f* 

*  breed  of  greatnefs! 

Cowards  father  cowards,  and  bafe  things  fire  the  bafei 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran ;  contempt  and  grace. 
I'm  not,  fisfc. 

t  but  at  Court : 

Experience,  oh  how  thou  difprov'ft  report. 

Th'  imperious  feas  breed  monfters ;  for  the  difh, 

Poor  tributary  rivers,  as  iwcet  fiih : 

1  am  fick  ftili,  eft. 
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I  am  fick  ftill,  heart-fick — — -Pifanio, 

1*11  now  tafte  of  thy  drug.  [Drinks  out  of  tht  <mal, 

Guid.  I  could  not  ftir  him  5 
He  faid  that  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate  j 
Difhoneftly  afflicted,  but  yet  honeft. 

Arv.  Thus  did  he  anfwer  me  \  yet  faid,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel  Toth'  field,  to  th'  field! 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time  3  go  in,  and  reft. 

Aw.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

Bel,  Pray  be  not  lick, 
For  you  mull  be  our  houfewife* 

Into.  Well  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you.  [Exit  Imogen* 

Bel  And  To  malt  be  ever. 
This  youth,  howe'er  diftrefs'd,  appears  to  have  hai 
Good  anceflors. 

Aw.  How  angel- like  he  fings! 

Guid*  Eut  his  neat  cookery ! 

Aw.  He  cut  o\ir  roots  in  characters, 
And  fauc'd  our  broth,  as  Juno  had  been  fick, 
And  he  her  dieter. 

Aw,  Nobly  he  yokes 
A  fmiling  with  a  figh.  * 

Guid,  Yes,  I  do.  note, 
That  grief  and  patience  rooted  in  him  both, 
JVlingle  their  fpurs  together. 

Aw,  Grow,  patience! 
And  let  the  flunking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  periming  root  from  thy  increafing  vine ! 

Bel,  It  is  great  morning.    Come  away  :  who's  there  ? 
SCENE    III.     Enter  Cloten. 

Clot,  I  cannot  find  thofe  runagates;  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me.    I  am  faint. 

*  a  figh: 

As  if  the  figh 

Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile : 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  wQqJd  fiy 
From  fo  divine  a  temple,  to  comnjix 
With  winds  that  failors  rail  at. 
Qujd*  I  do  j$te,  mu 

St!, 
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Bel.  Thofc  runagates ! 
Means  he  not  us?  I  partly  know  hirr) ;  *tii 
CUttriy  the  Ton  o'th'  Queen  ;  I  fear  fome  ambufh  ■  «^ 
I  faw  him  not  thefe  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  hei  we  are  held  as  out-laws  j  hence. 

Guid.  He  is  but  one  ;  you  and  my  brother  fearch 
What  companies  are  near :  pray  you,  away  j 
Let  me  alone  with  him.  {Exeunt  Bellarius  and  Arviragus* 

Clot.  Soft !  what  are  you 
That  fly  me  thus?  fome  villain- mountaineers  —« — « 
I*ve  heard  of  fuch.    What  Have  art  thou  ? 

Guid.  A  thing 
More  fiavifh  did  I  ne'er,  than  anfwering 
A  flave  without  a  knock. 

Clot,  Thou  art  a  robber, 
A  law-breaker,  a  villain  ;  yield  thee,  thief. 

Guid.  To  whom  ?  to  thee  ?  what  art  thou  I  have  not  \ 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  I 
Thy  words  I  grant  are  bigger :  for  I  wear  nor 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.    Say  what  thou  aiC 
Why  I  mould  yield  to  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  villain  bafe, 
Know'ft  me  not  by  my  cloaths  ? 

Guid.  No,  nor  thy  tailor, 
Who  is  thy  grandfather  ;  he  made  thofe  chatkf,  , 
Which,  as  it  feems,  make  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  precious  varlet ! 
^ly  taylor  made  them  not. 

Guid.  Hence  then,  and  thank 
The  man  that  gave  them  thee.    Thou  art  f omt  fool, 
I'm  loth  to  beat  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  injurious  thief, 
Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Guid.  WhatVs  thy  name  ? 

Clot.  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Guid.  Chun  then,  double  villain,  be  thy  rum?, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it  $  were  it  toad, 
Adder,  or  fpider,  it  would  move  me  iboner. 

Clot.  Then  to  thy  further  fear, 
Nay,  to  thy  mcer  coafufion,  thou  fhaltknow 

Vol.  VIH,  Cc  I'm 
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I'm  Ton  to  th'  Queen. 

Guid.  I'm  forry  for't  j  not  feeming 
So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clet.  Art  not  afraid  ? 

Guid.  Thofe  that  I  rev'rence,  thofe  I  f«ar,  the  wife  2 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clot,  Die  the  death! 
"When  I  have  flain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I'll  follow  thofe  that  even  now  fled  hence, 
And  on  the  gates  of  ZWs  town  fet  your  heads; 
Yield,  mountaineer.  [.Eight  and  ExcunH 

SCENE    IV.      Enter  Bellarius  and  Arviragus, 

Bel.  No  company's  abroad, 

Arv.  None  in  the  world  ;  you  did  miftake  him  Aire, 

Bel.  Tcannot  teil :  long  is  it  fince  I  faw  him, 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurr*d  thofe  lines  of  favour', 
"Which  then  he  were  5  the  matches  in  his  voice, 
And  burfr  of  fpeaking,  were  as  his :  I'm  abfolute 
*Twas  very  Cloten, 

dr<v.  In  this  place  we  left  them  5 
I  wifh  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
You  fay  he  is  fo  fell. 

Bel,  Being  fczice  made  up, 
I  mean,  to  man,  he  had  not  apprehenfion 
Of  daring  terrors ;  for  defect  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  cure  of  fear.    But  fee  thy  brother. 
Enter  Guiderius,  with  Clot  en'  t  bead, 

Guid*  This  Cloten  was  a  fool,  an  empty  purfe, 
There  was  no  mony  in't  $  nor  Hercules 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none  2 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  born 
My  head,  as  I  do  his. 

Bel,  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Guid.  I'm  perfect  what ;  cut  off*  one  Chttrfi  head, 
Son  to  the  Queen,  after  his  own  report, 
"Who  call'd  me  traitor,  mountaineer,  and  fwore 
With  his  own  fingle  hand  he'd  take  us  in, 
Difplace  our  heads,  where,  thanks  to  th*  Cods,  they  grow, 
And  fet  them  on  Lud's  town. 

Bel,  Wf're  all  undone  * 

6>V. 
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Quid.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  wc  to  lofe, 
But  what  he  lwore  to  take,  our  lives  ?  the  law 
Protects  not  us ;  then  why  mould  we  be  tender, 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  flefli  threat  us  ? 
Play  judge,  and  executioner,  all  himfelf  ? 
For  we  do  fear  no  law.    What  company 
Difcover  you  abroad  ? 

Bel,  No  (ingle  foul 
Can  we  fet  eye  on  ;  but  in  all  fafe  reafon 
He  muft  have  fome  attendants.    Though  his  humour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation,  ay  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worfe ;  yet  not  his  frenzy, 
Not  abfolute  madnefs,  could  lb  far  have  rav'd, 
To  bring  him  here  alone  ;  although  perhaps 
It  may  be  heard  at  Court,  that  fuch  as  we 
Cave  here,  haunt  here,  are  out- laws,  and  in  time  , 
May  make  fome  ftronger  head:  the  which  he  hearing, 
(As  it  is  like  him,)  might  break  out,  and  fwear 
He'd  fetch  us  in  ;  yet  is't  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  nor  he  fo  undertaking, 
Nor  they  fo  fuffering  ;  then  on  good  ground  we  fear, 
If  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 
Mot  e  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arv,  Let  ordinance 
Come,  as  the  Gods  forefay  it:  howfoe'er 
My  brother  hath  done  well. 

Bel.  I  had  no  mind 
To  hunt  this  day :  the  boy  Fidele's  ficknels 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Guid.  With  his  own  fword, 
Which  he  did  wave  againft  my  throat,  I've  ta'en 
His  head  from  him:  I'll  throw't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock  ;  and  let  it  to  the  fea, 
And  tell  the  fifhes,  he's  the  Queen's  fon  Chtcnt 
That's  all  I  reck.  [Exit. 

Bel.  I  fenr  'twill  be  reveng'd  : 
Would,  Paladourt  thou  hadft  not  done't!  though  valour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv.  Would  I  had  done't, 
So  the  revenge  alone  puifu'd  me'  Paladour, 

C  c  ft  < 
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I  love  thee  brotherly,  but  envy  much 
Thou'ft  robb'd  me  of  this  deed  5  I  would  revenget 
That  poflible  ftrength  might  meet,  would  feek  us  thro* 
And  put  us  to  our  anfvver. 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done: 
We'll  hunt  no  more  to-day,  nor  feek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.   Pr'ythee  to  our  rock, 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks:  I'll  flay 
*Till  hafty  Paladour  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  prefentiy. 

Ari\  Poor  fick  tidih! 
I'll  willingly  to  him :  To  gain  his  colour 
I'd  let  a  ma  rim  of  fuch  Clot  em  blood, 
And  praife  my  felf  for  charity,  [Exit* 

Bel.  O  thou  Goddefs, 
Thou  diviae  Nature !  how  thy  felf  thou  blazon'flf 
In  thefe  two  princely  boys !  they  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs  blowing  below  the  violet, 
Not  wagging  his  fweet  head  ;  and  yet  as  rough, 
(Their  royal  blocd  enchaf'd,)  as  the  rude  wind,. 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 
And  make  him  ftoop  to  th'  vale.    'Tis  wonderful 
That  an  invifible  mftinct  ihould  frame  them 
To  royalty  unlearn'd,  honour  untaught, 
Civility  not  feen  from  other  $  valour, 
That  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  fow'd.    Yet  frill  it's  ftrangs 
'  What  Cloterfs  being  here  to  us  portends, 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re  enter  Guiderius. 

Guid.  Where's  my  brother  ? 
I  have  fent  CIoten\  clot-pole  down  the  ftream, 
Jn  embaffie  to  his  mother  5  his  body's  hoilage 
For  his  return.  [Solemn  mujtekt 

Bel.  My  ingenious  inftrument ! 
Hark,  Paladour,  it  found? :  but  what  occafion 
iJath  Cadival  now  to  give  it  motion  ?  hark. 

Guid.  Is  he  at  home  ?  jj  I 

Bel,  He  went  hence  even  "wow. 

6W,  What  docs  he  mean  ?  Since  death  of  my  dear  mother 
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It  did  not  fpeak  before.    All  Tolemn  things 
Should  anfwer  folemn  accidents.    The  matter  ?  * 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Arviragus,  with  Imogen  dead,  bearing  htr  in  bis  arms* 

Bel.  Look,  here  he  comes ! 
And  brings  the  dire  occafion  in  his  arms, 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for. 

Aw.  The  bird  is  dead 
That  we  have  made  fo  much  on!  I  had  rather 
Have  fkipt  from  iixteen  years  of  age,  to  fixty  j 
And  turn'd  my  leaping- time  into  a  crutch, 
Than  have  feen  thi?. 

Gutd.  Oh  fweeteft,  faircft  lilly  ! 
.My  brother  wears  thee  not  one  half  fo  well, 
As  when  thou  grew'it  thy  fdf. 

Bel.  Oh  melancholy ! 
Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom  ?  find 
The  ooze,  to  mew  what  coaft  thy  fluggifh  carack 
Might  eas'licft  harbour  in  ?  —  thou  blefled  thing 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  mi^ht*ft  have  made  :  but  ah  ! 
Thou  dy'ft,  a  moft  rare  boy,  of  melancholy. 
Tel!  me,  how  found  you  him  ? 

Afu.  Stark,  as  you  fee : 
Thus  fmiling,  as  fome  fly  had  tickled  (lumber 
Not  as  death's  dart,  being  iaugh'd  at:  his  right  cheek 
Repoiing  on  a  cufhion. 
Guid.  Where  ? 
Art/.  O'  th*  floor:  ' 
His  arms  thus  leagu'd  ;  I  thought  he  flept,  and  put 
My  clouted  brogues  from  off  my  feet,  whofe  rudenefs 
AnfwerM  my  fteps  too  loud. 

Guid,  Why,  he  but  fleeps } 
If  he  be  gone  he'll  make  his  grave  a  bed, 
With  female  Fairies  will  his  tomb  Iciiaunted 
And  worms  will  not  come  near  him, 
Aru,  Wich  faireft  flow'rs, 


\ 


•  The  matter  f 

Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  hmenting  toyi, 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  ana  grief  for  boys. 
1$  Cadiual  mad  i 
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(Whilft  fummer  lafls,  and  I  live  here,  Fidtte,} 
.Til  fweeten  thy  lad  grave,    Thou  malt  not  lack 
The  flow'r  that's  like  thy  face,  pale  Primrofe,  nor 
The  azur'd  Hare  bell^  like  ihy  veins  ;  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  Eglantitie,  which,  not  to  flander't 
Out-fweetenM  not  thy  breath.    The  ruddock  would 
With  charitable  bill  (oh  bill  fore- foaming 
Thole  rich-left- heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lye 
Without  a  monument)  bring  thee  all  this, 
Yea,  and  furrM  mofs  besides,  when  nWrs  are  none, 
To  winter-gown  thy  coarle.  — — — 

Guid.  IV  y thee  have  done. 
And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  fo  ferious.    I>et  us  bury  him, 
And  not  protradl  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt.    To  th'  grave. 

Arv.  Say,  where  {hall's  lay  him? 

Guid,  By  good  Euripbik,  our  mother. 

Aw,  Be't  fo : 
And  let  us,  Paladour,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannifh  crack,  ling  him  to  th*  ground 
As  once  our  mother:  ufe  like  note,  and  woids, 
Save  that  Euriphilt  muft  be  FicUU. 

Guid,  Cadival, 
I  cannot  fing  :  1*11  weep,  and  word  it, with  thee  5 
For  notes  of  forroWr,  out  of  tune,  are  worfe 
Than  priefts  and  fanes  that  lie. 

Ar<v.  We*Jl  fpeak  it  then. 

Bel.  Great  griefs  I  fee  med'cine  the  lefs.    For  Ckten 
Is  quite  forgot.    He  was  a  Queen's  fon,  boys, 
And  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember 
He  has  paid  for  that:  the  mean  and  mighty  rotting 
Together  have  one  duft  5  yet  reverence, 
(The  angel  of  the  world,)  doth  make  diftinclion 
Of  place  'twutt  high  and  fow.    Our  foe  was  Princely, 
And  though  you  took  his  life,- as  being  our  foe, 
Yet  bury  him,  as  a  Prince. 

Guid.  Pray  fetch  him  hither. 
^Therfitei  body  is  at  good  Aja*\ 
When  neither  are  alive, 

Acp» 
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Arv,  If  you'll  go  fetch  him, 
We'll  fay  our  fong  the  whilft:  brother,  begin. 

[Exit  Belhrius. 

Guid,  Nay,  Cadival,  we  muft  lay  his  head  to  th*  eaft  j 
My  father  hath  a  reafon  for't. 
Arv.  'Tis  true. 

Guid,  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 
Jtrv,  So,  begin. 

SONG. 
Guid.  Fear  no  more  the  beat  o""  th1  furs 

Nor  the  furious  winter''*  rages  5 
¥bou  thy  'worldly  tajk  hajl  done, 

Home  art  gone,  arid  ta'en  thy  ivagt>. 
Golden  iads  and  girls  all  muft 
As  chimney  -{weepers,  come  to  duft, 
Arv.  Fear  no  more  the  frown  oi*  tV  great  f 

*Ibou  art  paft  the  tyrant* s  ftroke  J 
Care  no  mot  e  to  cloath  and  eat  ; 

To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak  : 
*The  fcepter,  learning,  pbyftck,  muft 
All  follow  theet  and  come  to  duft. 
Guid.  Fear  no  more  the  lightning  flafh. 

Arv.  Nor  tb*  all  dreaded  thunder -fiont. 
Guid.  Fear  no  fiander,  cenfure  rajb. 

Arv.  Thou  bafl  fnijb'd  joy  and  moan* 
Both.  All  lovers  youngt  all  lovers  muft 

Conftgn  to  tbeey  and  come  to  duft, 
Guid.  No  exorcifer  barm  thee! 
Arv.  And  no  witchcraft  charm  thee  ? 
Guid.  Gbcft  unlaid  forbear  tbee  ! 
A iv.  Nothing  ill  come  near  tbee  $ 
Bath.  {Quiet  consummation  have, 

Vnremovcd  be  thy  grave. 

Fitter  Bellarius  with  the  Body  of  Clo(en. 
Guid.  We've  done  our  obfequies :  come  lay  him  down. 
Bd%  Here's  a  few  flow'rs,  but  about  midnight  u»ore  ; 
The  herb*  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'  th*  night 
Are  ilrewings  fut'it  for  graves.  ■    ■    Upon  the  face  ■ 
Ytfu  wc.c  ai  ffow'rs*  now  wither  d ;  cveu  lo 

'  '  Thcfc 


304  Cymbeiine, 

Thefe  herbelets  fhall,  which  we  upon  you  ftrow, 
Come  on,  away,  apart  upon  our  knees 
The  ground  that  gave  them  firft,  has  them  again  : 
Their  pleafure  here  is  pa  ft,  fo  is  their  pain.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    VI,     Imogen  awakes. 
Yes,  Sir,  to  Milford-  Haven,  which  is  the  way  ?  ■ 
I  thank  you —  by  yond  bum  — -  pray  how  far  thither  ?  — 
'Ods  pittikins —  can  it  be  fix  mile  yet  ? 
I've  gone  all  night  —  'faith,  I'll  lye  down  and  fleep. 
But  foft!  no  bedfellow oh  Gods,  and  Goddefies! 

[Seeing  the  body. 
The  flow'rs  are  like  the  pleafures  of  the  world  5 
This  bloody  man  the  cares  on*t.— — I  hope  I  dream  3 
For  fure  I  thought  I  was  a  cave- keeper, 
And  cook  to  honeft  creatures.    'Tis  not  fo : 
"Twas  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  .mot  at  nothing, 
Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes-:  Our  very  eyes 
Are  fometimes  like  our  judgments,  blind.    Good  faith, 
I  tremble  frill  with  fear  5  but  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heav'n  as  fmall  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  oh  Gods!  a  part  of  it ! 
The  dream's  here  ftill  j  ev'n  when  I  wake,  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me  ;  not  imagin'd,  felt. 
A  headiefs  man!  — — the  garments  of  Pofibumusf 
I  know  the  fhape  of  *s  leg,  -this  is  his  hand, 
His  foot  Mercurial,  his  Martial  thigh, 
The  arms  of  Hercules :  but  his  Jovial  face  — — 
Murther  in  heav'n !  —  how  !  —  'tis  gone  —  Pifanio  I  — • 
All  curfes  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee !  thou 
'Twas  thou  confpiring  with  that  devil  Cloten, 
Haft  here  cut  off  my  Lord.    To  write,  and  read, 
Be  henceforth  treacherous !  Damn'd  Pifanio 

Hath  with  his  forged  letters  damn'd  Pifanio  — — 

From  this  the  braveft  veffel  of  the  world 

Struck  the  main  top !  oh  Poflbumus,  alas, 

Where  is  thy  head?  where's  that?  ah  me,  where's  that? 

Pifanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart, 

And  left  thy  head  on.    How  mould  this  be  ?  Pifanio!  — 

'lis  he  and  Ckten.    Malice  and  lucre  in  thern 

Have 
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Have  laid  this  woe  here.    Oh  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant ! 
The  drug  he  gave  me,  which  he  faid  was  precious 
And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murd'rouB  to  th'  fenfe^?  that  confirms  it  home: 
This  is  Pifanio* s  deed,  and  Cloten^s.  Oh! 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood, 
That  we  the  horrider  may  feem  to  thofe 
Which  chance  to  find  us.   Oh,  my  Lord  I  my  Lord! 
SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Lucius,  Captains,  and  a  Sootbfayer. 

Cap,  To  them,  the  legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia 
After  your  will,  have  crofs'd  the  fea,  attending 
Vou  here  at  Milf or d- Haven,  with  your  fhips: 
They  are  in  readineis. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Rome? 

Cap,  The  Senate  hath  ftirr'4  up  the  confiners. 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy,  moft  willing  fpirits, 
That  promife  noble  fervice:  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  Iacbimo, 
Syenna*s  brother. 

Luc,  When  expect  you  them  ? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o'th'  wind. 

Luc,  This  forwardnefs 
Makes  our  hopes  fair.    Command  our  prefent  numbers 
Be  mufterM,  bid  the  captains  look  to't.    Now,  Sir, 

[To  the  Sootbfayer. 

What  have  you  dream'd,  of  late,  of  this  war's  purpole  ? 

Sootb.  Lafi  very  night  the  Gods  fhew'd  me  a  vi/ion  , 
(I  fading  pray'd  for  their  intelligence) 
I  faw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing 
From  th'  fpungy  fouth,  to  this  part  of  the  weir, 
There  vanifh  in  the  fun  beams ;  which  portend* 
(Unlcfj  my  fins  abufe  my  divination) 
Succefs  to  th*  Roman  hoft. 

Luc .  Dream  often  fo, 
And  never  falfe.  —  Soft,  ho,  what  trunk  is  hert 
Without  his  top  ?  the  ruin  fpeaks,  that  fometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building.  How  !  a  page  ? 
Or  dead,  or  keeping  on  him:  but  dead  rather  s 
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For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  couch 
With  the  defunct,  or  fleep  upon  the  dead. 
Let's  fee  the  boy's  face. 
Cap,  He's  alive,  my  Lord. 

Luc,  He'll  then  inftruft  us  of  this  body.    Young  one, 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes,  for  it  feems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded :  who  is  this 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  pillow  ?  who  was  he 
That,  otherwife  than  noble  nature  did  it, 
Hath  altered  that  good  picture  ?  what's  thy  intereft  - 
In  this  fad  wreck  ?  how  came  it,  and  who  is  it  ? 
What  art  thou  ? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing  5  or  if  riot, 
Nothing  to  be,  were  better.    This  was  my  mafter, 
A  very  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good, 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lyes  /lain:  alas! 
There  are  no  more  fuch  mafters :  I  may  wander 
From  eaft  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  fervice, 
Try  many,  all  good,  ferve  them  truly,  never 
Find  fuch  another  mafter. 

Luc.  'Lack,  good  youth! 
Thou  mov'ft  no  lefs  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  mafter  bleeding:  fay  his  name,  good  friend. 

Imo.  Richard  du  Camp,    If  I  do  lie,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  Gods  hear,  I  hope  [rfjide. 
They'll  pardon't.    Say  you,  Sir  ? 

Luc,  Thy  name  ? 

Imo,  Fidele, 

Luc,  Thou  deft  approve  thy  felf  the  very  fame  ; 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith,  thy  faith  thy  name. 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me  ?  I  will  not  fay 
Thou  malt  be  fo  well  mafter'd,  but  be  fure 
No  lefs  belov'd.    The  Roman  Emperor's  letters 
Sent  by  a  Conful  to  me  mould  no  fooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee:  go  with  me. 

Imo,  I'll  follow,  Sir.*  But  firft,  an't  pleafe  the  Gods, 
I'll  hide  rny  mafter  from  the  flies  as  deep 
As  thefe  poor  pickaxes  can  dig :  and  when 
With  wild  wood- leaves  and  weeds  I  ha'  ftrew'd  his  grave, 

And 
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And  on  it  faid  a  century  of  p  ay'rs, 

(Such  as  I  can,)  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep  and  figh, 

And  leaving  fo  his  fervice  foliow  you, 

So  pleafe  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth, 
And  rather  father  thee,  than  matter  thee. 
My  friends, 

The  boy  hath  tanght  us  manly  duties :  let  us 
Find  out  the  prettieft  dazied-plot  we  can, 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partisans 
A  grave  ;  come,  *  arm  him :  hoy,  he  is  preferr'd 
By  thee  to  us,  and  he  mail  be  interr'J 
As  foldiers  can.    Be  chearful,  wipe  thine  eyes. 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arife.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  VIII. 
Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Ai  viragus. 

Guid.  The  noife  is  round  about  us. 

Bel,  Let  us  from  it. 

Aw.  What  pleafare,  Sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  jt 
From  action  and  adventure  ? 

Guid.  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us?  this  way  the  Rcmam 
Aluft  or  for  Britons  flay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barb'rous  and  unnatural  revolters 
During  their  ufe,  and  flay  us  afcer. 

Bel.  Sons, 

We'll  higher  to  the  mountains,  there  fecure  us. 

To  the  King's  party  there's  no  going  j  newnefs 

Of  Chen's  death,  we  being  not  known  nor  mufUr'ii 

Among  the  bands  may  drive  us  to  a  render 

Where  we  have  liv'd :  and  fo  extort  from  us 

That  which  we've  done,  whole  anfwer  would  be  death 

Drawn  on  with  torture, 

Guid.  This  is,  Sir,  a  doubt 
(In  fuch  a  time)  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  fatisfying  us.  ' 

Aw.  It  is  not  likely, 
That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horfes  ncij:, 
•  Tfrat  is,  Take  him  up  in  your  arms. 

Be* 
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Behold  their  quarter'd  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ean  fo  cloy'd  importantly  as  now, 
That  they  will  wafte  their  time  upon  our  note 
To  know  from  whence  we  arc. 

Bel.  Oh,  I  am  known 
Of  many  in  the  army  j  many  years,  ' 
Though  Cloten  then  but  young,  (you  fee,)  not  woTe  him 
From  my  remembrance.    And  befides,  the  King 
Hath  not  deferv'd  my  fervice,  nor  your  loves  j 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life,  aye  hopelcfs 
To  have  the  courtefie  your  cradle  promisM, 
But  to  be  ftill  hot  fummer's  tanlings,  and 
The  flirinking  flaves  of  winter, 

Guid.  Than  be  fo, 
Better  to  ceafe  to  be.   Pray,  Sir,  to  th'  army  ; 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known  ;  your  felf 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  fo  o'er-grown, 
Cannot  be  queftion'd. 

Arv.  By  this  fun  that  mines, 
1*11  thither  j  whatrthing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  lee  man  die,  fcarce  ever  look'd  on  blood, 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venifon  ? 
Never  beftrid  a  horfe  fave  one,  that  had 
A  rider  like  my  felf  who  ne*er  wore  rowel,  . 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel  ?  I  am  afham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  fun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  bleft  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Guid.  By  heav'ns,  1*11  go  ; 
If  you  will  blefs  me,  Sir,  and  give  me  leave. 
Til  take  the  better  care  ;  but  if  you  will  nor, 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me  by 
The  hands  of  Romans ! 

Am.  So  fay  I,  Amen  I 

Bel,  No  reafon  I,  fince  of  your  lives  you  fet 
So  flight  a  valuation,  mould  referve 
My  crack*d  one  to  more  care,    Have  with  you,  boys, 
if  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die, 

That 
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That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  Til  lye. 
Lead,  lead  j  the  time  feems  long,  their  blood  thinks  fcorn, 

\Afide. 

•Till  it  flie  out,  and  ihew  them  Princes  born.  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T   V.      SCENE  I, 
A  Field  between  the  Britifli  and  Roman  Camps. 
Enter  Pofthumus  with  a  bloody  handkerchief, 
Pofi.  ^TEA,  bloody  cloth,  I'll  keep  thee  j  for  I  wiflit 
K    Thou  Ihould'ft  be  coloui'd  thus.    You  married 
ones, 

If  each  of  you  would  take  this  courfe,  how  many 

Muft  murther  wives  much  better  than  themfelves 

For  wrying  but  a  little  ?  oh  Pifanio! 

Every  good  fervant  does  not  all  commands  ; 

No  bond,  but  to  do  juft  ones.——  Gods!  if  you 

Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 

Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this ;  fo  had  you  faved 

The  noble  Imogen  to  repent,  and  ftruck 

Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.    But  alack, 

You  fnatch  fome  hence  for  little  faults  ;  that's  love 

To  have  them  fall  no  more  3  you  fome  permit 

To  fecond  ills  with  ills,  each  worfe  than  other, 

And  mike  them  dreaded,  to  the  doers  thrift. 

But  Imogens  your  own :  do  your  beft  wills, 

Arid  make  me  bleft  t*  obey !  I  am  brought  hither 

Among  th*  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 

Againft  my  Lady's  Kingdom  ;  'tis  enough 

That,  Britain ,  I  have  kill'd  thy  miftrefs:  Peace, 

I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee.    Therefore,  good  heav'ni, 

Hear  patiently  my  purpofc.    I'll  difrobe  me 

Of  thefe  Italian  weeds,  and  fuit  my  felf 

As  do's  a  Briton  peafant;  fo  I'll  fight 

Againft  the  part  I  come  with  j  fo  I'll  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogen,  for  whom  my  life 

It  every  breath  a  death  j  and  thus  not  known, 

Pitied,  or  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

My  felf  I'll  dedicate.    Let  me  make  men  know 

More  valour  in  me,  than  my  habit  (hews  j 

•  Voi.,  VIII.  D  d  Codj, 
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Gods,  put  the  ft rength  o*  th*  Leonati  in  me ! 
To  (harr.e  the  guife  o'  th1  world,  I  will  begin 
The  faftiion,  lefs  without,  and  more  within.  f Exit* 

Enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  the  Roman  army  at  on:  door  } 
and  the  Biitilh  army  at  another:  Leonatus  Poflhumusi 
following  like  a  poor  Soldier.  They  march  over,  and  g$\ 
out.  'Then  enter  again  in  Jkumijb  Iachimo,  and  Pofthu- 1 
mus  5  be  vanouijhctb  and  dijarmeib  Iachimo,  and  then  1 
leaves  bim. 

Jach,  The  heavinefs  and  guilt  within  my  bofom 
Takes  oft*  my  manhood  j  I've  bely'd  a  Lady, 
The  Princefs  of  this  country  j  and  the  air  on't 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me :  or  could  this  carle, 
A  very  drudge  of  nature,  have  fubdu'd  me 
In  my  profeffion?  knighthoods,  honours  born, 
As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  fcorn  ; 
If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 
This  lowt,  as  he  exceeds  cur  Lords,  the  odds 
Is,  that  we  lcarce  are  men,  and  you  are  Cods.  [ExtUm 
The  battel  continues j  the  Britons  fy,  Cymbeline  is  tahn  ;  then  1 
enter  to  bis  refcue ,  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Aiviracus.  ] 
Bel.  Stand,  ftand  ;  we  have  th*  advantage  of  the  ground  { ft 
That  lane  is  guarded  :  nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  villain  /of  our  fears. 

Guid»  Arv,  Stand,  ftand  and  fipht. 
Enter  Pofthumus,  and  feconds  the  Britons.    Tbey  refctie  I 
Cymbeline,  and  exeunt. 
Then  enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  Imogen. 
Lucr  Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  fare  thy  feir  $  I 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  disorder's  fuch 
As  war  were  hood-wink'd. 
Iacfct  'Tis  their  frefh  fupplies. 
Luc.  It  is  a  day  tuin'd  firangely.    Or  betimes 
Let's  reinforce,  or  fly.  [Exeunt,  1 

SCENE  II. 
Another  part  of  the  Field  of  Battel. 
Enur  PoBhuomsj  and  a  Btitiih  Lord. 
Z*ord,  Caar/ft  thou  from  where  they  made  the  Hand  ?  f 

Po/t.  I  djd.- 

Tfeugh  I 
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Though  you  it  feems  came  from  tha  fliers'. 
Lord.  I  did. 

Voft.  No  blame  be  to  you,  Sir,  for  all  was  loify 
But  that  the  heavens  fought :  the  King  himfelf 
Of  his  wings,  deftitute,  the  army  broken, 
Ard  but  the  backs  of  Britons  feen  ;  all  flying 
Through  a  ftraight  lane,  the  enemy  full-hearted, 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  flaught'ring,  having  work 
More  plentiful,  than  tools  to  do*t,  Jftruck  down 
Some  mortally,  fome  flightly  touched,  fome  falling 
Meerly  through  fear,  that  the  ftrait  pafs  was  damm'd 
With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living 
To  die  with  lengthen'd  fhame. 

Lord,  Where  was  this  lane  ? 

Poft.  Clofe  by  the  battel,  ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with  turf* 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  antient  foldier, 
An  honefl  one  I  warrant,  who  defervM 
o  long  a  breeding  as  his  white  beard  came  to, 
n  doing  this  for's  country:  thwart  the  lane, 
He,  with  two  ftriplings,  (lads  more  like  to  run 
The  country  Bafe,  than  to  commit  fuch  (laughter 
With  faces  fit  for  mafks,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  thofe  for  preferva'ion  cas*d)  For  Jkame 
Make  good  the  pdjjagty  cry'd  to  thofe  that  fled, 
Our  Britain**  harii  die  flying ,  not  our  men  ; 
!To  darknefs  fleet  fouls  that  fly  backwards  :  ftand9 
Vr  we  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 
Like  beafts,  which  you  jbun  beaftly,  and  may  fave 
But  to  look  back  in  frown  :  Jiand,  ft  and  —  Theft  three, 
Three  thoufand  confident,  in  £1  -as  many, 
(For  three  performers  are  the  file,  when  all 
The  relTr  do  nothing  j)  with  this  word  Stand,  ftani> 
-Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming 
With  their  own  noblenefs,  which  could  have  turned 
A  difbff  to  a  lance,  gilded  pale  looks 
l*trt,  fhame,  part,  fpirit-renew'd  }  that  fome  turn*^  coward 
But  by  example  (oh  a  fin  in  war, 
Damn'd  in  the  firft  beginners)  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  liorti 
Dd  x 
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Upon  the  pikes  o'  th'  hunters.    Then  began 

A  flop  i*  th"  chafer,  a  retire  ;  anon 

A  rout  confufion- thick.    Forthwith  they  flie 

Chickens,  the  way  which  they  ftoopM  eagles ;  flaves. 

The  ftrides  they  victors  made  ;  and  now  our  cowards,  1 

Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages,  became 

The  life  o  thT  need  j  having  found  the  back  door  open 

Of  the  unguarded  hearts,  heav'ns,  how  they  wound! 

Some  flain  before,  fome  dying,  fome  their  friends 

O'er-born  i'  th'  former  wave  j  ten  chae'd  by  one 

Are  now  each  one  the  (laughter- man  or'  twenty  $ 

Thofe  thai  would  die  or  e'er  tefifr,  are  grown 

The  mortal  bugs  o*  trT  field. 

Lord.  This  was  ftrangc  chance  ; 
A  narrow  lane !  an  old  man,  and  two  boys ! 

Pofi.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it ;  tho'  you  are  made 
Rather  to  wondflr  at  the  things  you  hear, 
Than  to  work  any.  * 

Lord,  Farewe),  you  are  angry*  \Exit« 
Pofi,  This  is  a  Lord  5  oh  noble  mifery 
To  be  i*  th'  field,  aod  a/k  what  news,  of  me ! 
To-day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To've  fav'd  their  carcafles !  took  heel  to  do't, 
And  yet  died  too !  I,  in  mine  owrt  woe  charm'd,  -J- 
Could  not  find  death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan, 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  ftruck.    This  ugly  monfter, 
'Tis  ftrange,  he  hides  him  in  frelh  cups,  foft  beds^ 
Sweet  words  $  and  hath  more  minifters  than  we  v 

*  Than  to  work  any. 

Will  you  rhyme  upon't, 
And  vent  it  for  a  mockery  ?  here  is  one; 
Ttvo  boys,  an  old  man  twice  a  boy,  a  lam, 
prefervd  the  Britons,  <was  the  Romans  banu 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir. 

Pojl.  'Lack,  to  what  end  i 
Who  dares  not  ftand  his  foe,  I'll  be  his  friend; 
For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  know  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendfhip  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhymes. 

Lord.  Farewel,  &c. 

f  Meaning  that  his  woe  feem'd  as  a  charm  which  protected  him,, 

That 
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That  draw  his  knives  in  war.    Weil,  I  will  find  him 
For  bf  ing  now  a  favourer  to  the  Roman, 
No  more  a  Briton  ^  I've  refum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in  $  fight  I  will  no  more, 
But  yield  me  to  the  verieft  hind,  that  fhall 
Once  touch  my  moulded    Great  the  fl.iughter  is 
Here  made  by  th'  Roman  j  great  the  anfwer  be, 
JSritom  mull  take  !  For  me,  my  ranfom's  deathy  * 
On  either  fide  I  come  to  fpend  my  breath  ; 
Which  neither  here  I'll  keep,  nor  bear  again, 
But  end  it  by  fome  means  for  Imogen, 

Enter  two  Captains^  and  Soldiers, 

1  Cap.  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd,  Lucius  is  taken. 
*Tis  thought  the  old  man,  and  his  fons,  were  angels, 

2  Cap.  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  filly  habit, 
That  gave  th' affront  with  them. 

1  Cap.  So  'tis  reported  ; 

But  none  of  'em  can  be  found.    Stand,  who  is  there  ? 

Pojl.  A  Roman, 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  feconds 
Had  anfwer'd  him. 

2  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him,  a  dog! 
A  leg  of  Rome  fhall  not  return  to  tell 

Wh  it  crews  have  peckM  them  here  ;  he  brags  his  fervice 
As  if  he  were  of  note  j  bring  him  to  tU*  King.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    III.     A  Pnfon. 
Er.kr  Pofthumus,  and  two  Goahru 

1  Goal,  You  mail  not  now  be  ftol'n,  you've  locks  upon 
So  graze,  as  you  find  pafture.  [you  J 

2  Goal,  Ay,  or  ftomaeh.  [Exeunt  Goaleru 
Pofl,  Moll:  welcome,  bondage!  for  thou  art  a  way, 

I  think,  to  liberty  ;  yet  am  I  better 

Than  one  that's  fick  o'th'  gout,  fince  he  had  rather 

Groan  fo  in  perpetuity  than  be  cur'd 

By  \h*  fure  phyiician,  death  ;  who  is  the  key 

T'unbar  thefe  locks.    My  conscience  1  thou  art  fetter'd 

More  than  my  /hanks  and  wrifis  $  you  good  Gods,  give  mc 

The  penitent  inftrument  to  puk  that'bolt} 

Then  free  for  ever.    Is't  enough  I'm  forry  ? 

Dd  3  So- 
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So  children  temp'ral  fathers  do  appeafe  ; 

Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.    Mult  I  repent  ? 

I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves 

Defir'd,  more  than  conftrain'd  5  to  fatisfie, 

I  doff  my  freedom  ;  'tis  the  main  part  5  take 

No  drifter  render  of  me,  than  my  a]1. 

I  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  mc  1, 

Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 

A  fixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 

On  their  abatement  ;  that's  not  my  defii- 

For  Imogen's  dear  life,  take  mine,  and  though 

'Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life  ;  you  coin'd  it ; 

'Tween  man  and  man  they  weigh  not  every  ftamp, 

Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  fake  $ 

You  rather  mine,  being  yours  :  and  fo,  ereat  powers, 

If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life, 

And  cancel  thole  old  bonds.    Oh  Imogrr,! 

I'll  fpeak  to  thee  in  filence. — —  [He  Jlerfiu 

»  *  *  *  Here  follows  a  Villon,  a  Mafque,  and  a  Prophefy,  which 
interrupt  the  Fable  without  the  leaft  necejfty,  and  umneafurably 
lengthen  this  Acl.  I  think  it  plainly  foified  in  after  wards  for  meer 
Jhowy  and  apparently  not  of  Shakefpear. 

ttt 

Solemn  muficl:  "Enter  as  in  an  apparition,  Sicilius  L^onstus,  father 
to  Pofthumus,  an  old  man,  attired  like  a  warrior,  leading  in  his 
hand  an  ancient  matron,  his  wife,  and  mother  to  Pofthumus, 
With  mufek  before  them.  Then  after  other  mufick,  follow  ths 
two  young  Leonati,  brothers  to  Pofthumus,  with  wounds  as  they 
died  in  the  wars.  They  circle  Pofthumus  round  as  he  lyes  fleepirr^ 

Sici.  No  more  thou  thunder -mafter 

Shew  thy  ipite,  on  mortal  flies: 
With  Mars  fall  out  with  Juno  chide,  that  thy  adulteries 

Rates  and  revenges 
-Hath  my  poor  boy  done  ought  but  well, 

Whole  face  I  never  faw  ? 
I  dy'd,  whilft  in  the  womb  he  ftay'd, 

Attending  nature's  law. 
Whofe  father,  Jove!  (as  men  report, 

Thou  orphans  father  art) 
Thou  fhouldft  have  been,  and  fhieldcd  him 

From  his  earth-vexing  (mart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 

But  took  me  in  my  throes, 
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SCENE    IV.      Cymbeliae'j  Tent. 
Enter  Cymbeline,  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus, 

Pifanio,  and  Lords, 
Cym.  Stand  by  my  fide,  you  whom  the  Cods  have  made 
Prefer  vers  of  my  throne.    Wo  is  my  heart, 

•That  from  me  my  poftbuntus  ript, 

Came  crying  'rnongft  his  foes, 11 
A  thing  of  pity! 
Sici.  Great  nature,  like  his  anceftry, 

Moulded  the  fluff  fo  fair  ; 
That  he  deferv'd  the  praife  o*th'  world, 

As  great  Sicilius1  heir. 
1  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man, 

In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  could  ftand  up  his  parallel, 

Or  rival  object  be, 
In  eye  of  Irnozen,  that  beft 

Could  deem  his  dignity  ? 
Mocb.  With  marriage  therefore  was  he  mockt 

To  be  exil'd,  and  thrown 
From  LeonatuV  feat,  and  caft 

From  her  his  deareft  one : 
Sweet  Imogen  I 
Sici.  Why  did  you  fuffer  lacblmo, 

Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  noble  heart  and  brain 

With  needlefs  jcaloufie, 
And  to  become  the  geek  and  fcorn 

O'th'  other's  villainy  ? 
1  Bro.  For  this,  from  ftiller  feats  we  came," 

Our  parents,  and  us  twain, 
That  rtriking  in  our  country's  caufe, 

Fell  bravely  and  were  tain, 
Our  fealty  and  Tenanting  right 

Witri  honour  to  maintain. 

1  i?''o.  Like  hardiment  Pojlbumus  hatli 
To  Cymbdine  perform'd  ; 

Then  Jupiter,  thou  King  of  Gods, 
Why  haft  thou  thus  adjourn'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due, 
Being  all  to  dolours  turned  ? 
Sici.  Thy  chryftal  window  ope  5  look  out  j 
'  No  longer  exsreife, 
Upon  a  valiant  race,  thy  harfh 
And  potent  injuries. 
Motb.  Since,  Jupiter,  our  fon  is  good, 

Talcc  off  his  miferies. 
Sici.  Peep  through  thy  marble  manlion,  help, 
Or  wc  poor  gh'Jils  will  cry 
To  th'  mining  fynod  of  the  reft, 
Agairift  thy  Deity. 

2  Brctb*  Help,  Jupiter,  or  we  appeal, 
And  from  thy  juilice  file. 

Jupiter 


\ 
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That  the  poor  foxier  that  fo  richly  fought, 
(Whofe  rags  iham'd  gilded  arms,  whofe  naked  breafi 
Stept  before  ihields  of  proof,)  cannot  be  found : 

.fupiter  defends  in  thunder  and  lizhtning,  fitting  upon  an  eagle,  ht 
„  .       throws  a  thunder -bolt.   The  Ghojts  fall  on  their  knees. 
Jap.  No  more  you  petty  Ipirits  of  region  low 

Offend  our  hearing  j  hum  !  how  dare  you  ghofls 
Accufe  the  thunderer,  whofe  bolt,  you  know, 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coafts  r 
Poor  fhadows  of  Elyfium,  hence  and  reft 

Upon  your  never-withering  bank?  of  flowers. 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppreft, 

No  care  of  yours  it  is,  you  know  'tis  ours. 
Whom  beft  I  love,  1  crofs  ;  to  make  my  gift, 
.  The  more  delay'd,  delighted.  Be  content, 
Tour  low-laid  fon  our  Godhead  will  uplift : 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  tryals  well  are  fpent  \ 
Our  Jovial  ftar  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married :  rii'e,  and  fade ! 
He  fhall  be  Lord  of  Lady  Imogen. 

And  happier  much  by  his  affliction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breaft,  wherein      [Jupiter  drops  a  tablit. 

Our  pleafure,  his  full  fortune,  doth  confine, 
And  fo  away,  no  farther  with  your  din 

Exprefs  impatience,  left  you  ftir  up  mine  j 

Mount  eagle  to  my  palace  chryftalline.  [Afcends-, 

Sici.  He  came  in  thunder,  his  celeftial  bieatn. 
Was  fulphurous  to  fmell  j  the  holy  eagle 
Stcop'd,  as  to  foot  us :  his  afcenfion  is 
More  fweet  than  our  bleft  fields ;  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak, 
As  when  his  God  is  pleas'd. 

All.  Thanks,  Jupiter. 

Sici.  The  marble  pavement  clofes,  he  is  enteral 
His  radiant  roof :  away,  and  to  be  bleft 
Let  us  witb  care  perform  his  great  beheft. 

Pojf.  Sleep,  thou  haft  been  a  grandfire,  and  begot 
A  father  to  me  s  and  thou  haft  created 
A  mother,  and  two  brothers.    Rut,  oh  fcorn 
Gone  —  they  went  hence  fo  foon  as.  they  were  born  5 
And  fo  I  am  awake  —  Poor  wretches  that  depend 
On  greatnefs1  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done, 
Wake,  and  find  nothing.    But,  alas,  I  fwerve : 
Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  defer ve, 
And  yet  are  fleep'd  in  favours  ;  fo  am  I 
That  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why:  v 
What  fairies  haunt  this  ground  ?  a  book  !  oh  rare  Afi&i 
Be  not,  as  is  our  fanglea  world,  a  garment 
Nobler  than  that  it  covers,    l  et  thy  effects 
So  follow,  to  be  moft  unlike  our  Courtier*, 
As  good  as  promKe. 

r?„eads-j 
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I-fe  mall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  lb. 

[Reads.} 

Wb&n  asftbc  lion*s  ivbelb  frail,  to  bimfetf  unhtdmmy  without  feekirrg^ 
$ndy  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender  alr\  and  ivben  from  a" 
Jlate.ly  cedar  jha It  be  hpt  brvicbei,  ivbicb  bring  dead  many  yean% 
JoaJl  after  rev'fvt,  be  jointed  to  the  old  ftock,  and  frtjbty  grow, 
then  /ball  Poilhumus  end  bis  miferies,  Britain  be  fortunate^  and 
fiourtjh  in  peace  and  plenty. 

*Tis  ftill  a  dream  ;  or  elfe  fuch  fluff"  as  mad-men 

Tongue  and  brain  not :  do  either  both  or  nothing  ^ 

Cr  (enfelefc  fpcaking,  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 

As  fenfe  cannot  untie.    But  what  it  is. 

The  aftion  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which  Til  keep 

If  but  for  fympathy. 

Enter  Goaler. 
Goal.  Come,  Sir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 
Pofi.  Over-roafled  rather .-  ready  long  ago. 
Goal.  Hanging  is  the  word,  Sir  >  if  you  be  ready  for  that,  yon 
are  well  cookt. 

Pojf.  So  if  I  prove  a  good  repaft  to  the  fpedlators,  the  dim  pays 
the  fhot. 

Goal,  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  Sir,  but  the  comfort  is,  you 
fhafl  be  called  to  no  more  payments,  fear  no  more  tavern  bills, 
which  are  often  the  fadnefs  of  parting,  as  the  procuring  of  mirth  j 
You  came  in  faint  for  want  of  meat,  depart  reeling  with  too  much 
orink ;  forry  that  you  have  paid  too  much,  and  forry  that  you  are 
Jpaid  too  much ;  purfe  and  brain,  both  empty ;  the  brain  the  hea- 
vier, for  being  too  light;  the  purfe  too  light,  being  drawn  of 
heavinefs,  Oh,  of  this  contradiction  you  ihall  now  be  quit:  oh 
the  charity  of  a  penny  cord,  it  fums  up  thoufands  in  a  trice;  you 
have  no  true  debtor  and  creditor,  but  it ;  of  what's  paft,  is,  and 
to  eome,  the  dift  harge ;  your  neck,  Sir,  is  pen,  book,  and  coun- 
ters ;  lb  the  acquittance  follows. 

Pojl.  I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 

Goal.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  that  fleeps,  feels  not  the  tooth  ache:  but 
a  ma;i  that  were  to  fleep  your  fleep,  and  a  hangman  to  help  him  to 
bed,  I  think  he  would  change  places  with  his  officer:  for  look  you, 
Sir,  you  know  not  which  way  you  fhall  go. 

Pojl.  Yes  indeed  do  I,  fellow. 

Goal.  Your  death  hath  eyes  in's  head  then  ;  I  have  not  feen  him 
"lb  piftur'd :  you  muft  either  be  directed  by  fome  that  take  upon 
them  to  know;  or  to  take  upon  your  felf  that  which  I  am  fure  you 
do  not  know ;  or  lump  the  after- enquiry  on  your  own  peril ;  and 
how  you  fhall  fpeed  in  your  journey 's-end,  1  think  you'll  never 
return  to  tell  one. 

Pojl.  1  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes,  to  direct  them 
the  way  I  am  goina;,  but  fuch  as  wink,  and  will  not  ufe  them. 

Goal.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  fhould  have  the 
heft  ufe  of  eyes,  to  feek  the  way  of  blindnefsf  I  am  iure  fuch 
'  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 

Ettcr  a  Mcfcnger, 

MeT.  Knock  off  his  manacle.-,  bring  your  prifoner  to  the  King. 

/.)/?.  Thou  bring'ft  good  news,  I  am  called  to  be  made  free. 

Goal.  I'll  be  haag*d  then. 
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Bel.  I  never  favv 
Such  noble  fury  in  fo  poor  a  thing: 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promisM  nought 
But  begg'ry  and  poor  luck. 

Cym.  No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pif*  He  hath  been  fearch'd  aniongHhe  dead  and  living-, 
But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym.  To  my  grief,  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward,  which  I  wiH  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

[To  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragot* 
By  whom,  I  grant,  me  lives.    'Tis  now  the  time 
To  afk  of  whence  you  aie.    Report  it. 

Bel.  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  gentlemen: 
Further  to  boaft,  were  neither  true  nor  modeftf 
Un lefs  I  add,  we're  honeft. 

Cym,  Bow  your  knees, 
Arife  my  Knights  o'th*  battel  j  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  peifon,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  eftates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies* 
There's  bufinefs  in  thele  faces :  why  fo  fadly 
Greet  you  our  victory  ?  you  look  like  Remans, 
And  not  o'th*  Court  of  Britain, 

Cor.  Hail,  great  King  ! 
To  four  your  happinefs,  I  mud  report 
The  Queen  is  dead, 

Cym.  Whom  worfe  than  a  phyfidan 
Would  this  report  become  ?  but  I  con/ider 
By  med'eine  life  may  be  prolong'd,  yet  death 
Will  feize  the  doctor  too.    How  ended  fhe  ? 

Toji.  Thou  fhalt  be  then  freer  than  a  goaler :  no  bolts  for  fhe  dead, 

[Exeunt. 

Goal.  Unlefs  a  man  wouid  marry  a  gallows,  and  beget  young  gib- 
bets, I  never  faw  one  fo  prone.  Vet  on  my  confeience,  there  ar« 
verier  knaves  defire  to  live  for  all  he  be  a  Roman :  and  there  be 
fome  of  them  too  that  die  againit  their  wills  5  fo  fhould  I,  if  I  were 
one.  I  would  we  were  all  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good  ;  O 
there  were  defolation  of  goalers,  and  gallowfes ;  I  fpeak  againft  m$ 
prefent  profit,  but  my  wifh  hath  a  preferment  in't.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV, 
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Cor,  With  horror,  madly  dying,  Jike  her  felf, 
Who  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Moft  cruel  to  her  felf.    What  fhe  confelr, 
I  will  report,  fo  pleafe  you.    Thefe  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err ;  who  with  wet  cheeks 
Were  prefent  when  fhe  fininVd. 
Cym.  Pr'ythee  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  fhe  confefsM  /he  never  lov'd  you,  only 
Affected  greatnefs  got  by  you,  not  you : 
Manied  your  royalty,  wife  to  your  place 
Abhor' d  your  per  fori, 

Cym,  She  alone  knew  this : 
And  but  fhe  fpoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.  Proceed. 

Cor,  Your  daughter,  whom  fhe  bore  in  hand  to  loYe 
With  fuch  integrity,  ihe  did  confefs 
Was  as  a  fcorpion  to  her  fight,  whofe  life, 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  fhe  had 
Ta'en  off  by  poifor,, 

Cym.  O  moft  delicate  fiend ! 
Who  is*t  can  read  a  woman  ?  is  there  more  ? 

Cor,  More,  Sir,  and  worfe.    She  did  confefs  (he  ha« 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral,  which  being  took 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and  ling  ring 
By  inches  wafte  you.    In  which  time  fhe  proposed 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  killing,  to 
CTercome  you  with  her  fhew  :  yes,  and  in  time 
When  fhe  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,  to  work 
Her  fon  into  th'  adoption  of  the  crown: 
But  fail'ng  of  her  end  by  his  flrange  abfence, 
Grew  fhamelefs,  defperate  ;  openM  in  defpight 
Of  heav'n  and  men,  her  purpofes :  icpentcd 
The  ills  fhe  hatched  were  not  effected  •  fo 
Ddpairing,  dy'd, 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  lier  women  ? 

Lady.  We  did,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs,  j  I 

Cym.  Yet  mine  eyes 
Wrre  not  in  fault,  for  /he  was  beautiful: 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery,  nor  my  heart, 
That  thought  her  like,  her  feeming.    It  had  been  vicious 

To 
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To  have  mifr.ruft:ed  her.    Yet  oh  my  daughter! 

That  it  was  folly  in  me  thou  may'ft  fay, 

And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.    Heav  n  mend  all ! 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  other  Roman  Prifotems 
Pofthutrms  behind ,  and  Imogen. 
Thou  cora'ft  not,  Caius,  now  for  tribute  5  that 
The  Britons  have  ras'd  out,  though  with  the  lofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one;  whofe  kinfmen  have  made  Aiit; 
That  their  good  fouls  may  be  appeas'd  with  flaughter 
Of  you  their  captives,  which  our  felf  have  granted. 
So  think  of  your  eftate. 

Luc.  Confider,  Sir,  the  chance  of  war  5  the  day- 
Was  yours  by  accident :  had  it  gone  with  us, 
We  mould  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have  thrcatasft 
Our  pris'ners  with  the  fvvord.    But  fince  the  Gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  call'd  ranfom,  let  it  come.  Sufficeth, 
A  Rowan  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  fufTer. — — 

Auguflm  lives  to  think  on't.  And  fo  much 

For  my  peculiar  care.    This  one  thing  only 

I  will  intreat  5  my  boy^  a  Briton  bom, 

Let  him  be  ranfom' d  ;  never  matter  had 

A  page  fo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent, 

So  tender  over  his  occafions,  true, 

So  feat,  fo  nurfe-like  ;  let  his  virtue  join 

With  my  requeft,  which  I'll  make  bold  your  Highnofs 

Cannot  deny  :  he  hath  done  no  Briton  harm, 

Though  he  hath  ferv'd  a  Roman.    Save  him,  Sir, 

And  i'pare  no  blood  befide. 

Cym.  I've  furely  feen  him  5 
His  favour  is  familiar  to  me.  1 
Boy,  thou  haft  Jock'd  thy  felf  into  my  grace, 
And  art  mine  own.    I  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore 
To  fay,  Live,  boy  :  ne'er  thank  thy  mafter,  live  , 
And  afk  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt, 
Fitting  my  bounty  and  thy  ftate,  I'll  give  it: 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prifoner, 
The  nobleft  ta*en, 

Imo,  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 

%  tar.. 
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Luc,  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad* 
And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Imo.  No,  no,  alack, 
There's  other  work  in  hand  5  I  Tee  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  death  5  your  life,  &ocd  matter* 
Muft  muffle  for  itfelf. 

Luc,  The  boy  difdains  me, 
He  leaves  me,  fcorm  me :  briefly  die  their  joys$ 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys* 
Why  ftands  he  fo  peruiext  r* 

Cym,  What  would  It  thou  ,  boy  ? 
I  love  thee  more  and  more !  think  more  and  mor<?, 
What's  beft  to  a/k.  Know'ft  him  thou  look'ft  on  f  fpeak., 
Wjlt  have  him  live  ?  is  he  ihy  kin  ?  thy  fiend  ? 

Imo,  He  13  a  Roman t  no  more  kin  to  me, 
Than  I  to  your  Highnefs,  who  being  born  your  vaflal 
Am  fomething  nearer. 

Cynti  Wherefore  eye' ft  him  fo  ? 

Imo.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir,  m  private*  if  you  pleafei 
To  give  me  hearing, 

Cym,  Ay,  with  all  my  heart, 
And  lend  my  beft  attention.    What's  thy  name  ? 

Imo,  Fidele>  Sir. 

Cym,  Thou'rt  my  good  youth,  my  page, 
I'll  be  thy  mafter :  walk  with  me,  fpeak  freely. 

[Cymbeline  and  Imogen  go  afidt* 

Bel.  Is  not  this,  boy  revjv'd  from  death  ? 

Arnj.  One  fand 
Another  doth  not  more  refemblc,  than 
He  the  fweet  rolie  lad  who  died,  and  wai 
Fidde. 

I      Cuid.  Ev'n  the  fame  dead  thing  alive. 

Bel.  Peace,  peace,  fee  more ;  he  eyes  us  not,  forbear* 
Creatures  may  be  alike  :  wcre't  he,  I'm  furs 
wfr  He  would  have  fpoke  t'us. 

Guid,  But  we  faw  him  dead. 
I      Bel.  Be  hlent ;  let's  fee  further, 

Pif.  'Tis  my  miftrefs   [Ajik* 

Since  fhc  is  living,  {;t  the  time  run  ori, 
^    T*  good,  or  bad, 

V©  t,  VIII,  E  c  Cym* 
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Cym.  Come,  ftand  thou  by  our  iide. 
Make  thy  demand  aloud.  Sir,  Hep  you  forth,  [ToIachimG, 
Give  ahi'wer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely, 
Or  by  our  greatnefs  and  the  grace  of  it 
Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  mall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falmood.    On,  fpeak  to  him, 

Imo,  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Pofi.  What's  that  to  him  ? 

Cym.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  fay 
How  came  it  yours  ? 

Iacb.  Thou'k  torture  me  to  leave  unfpbken,  that 
Which  to  be  fpoke  would  torture  thee. 

Cym.  How  ?  me? 

Iacb.  I'm  glad  to  be  conftrain'd  to  utter  what 
Torments  me  to  conceal.    By  villainy 
I  got  this  ring;  'twas  Lconatus*  jewel, 
Whom  thou  didftbaniih:  and,  (which  more  may  grieve  thee, 
As.  it  d;>th  me)  a  nobler  Sir  ne'er  bv'd 
*Twixt  /ky  and  ground.    Will  you  hear  more  } 

Cym.  All  that 
Belongs  to  this. 

Iacb.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter, 
For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  falfe  fpirits 
Quail  to  remember  ■— give  me  leave,  I  faint—  [Swoons, 

Cym.  My  daughter,  what  of  her?  renew  thy  ihength  j 
I'd7ather  thou  fhculdft  live  while  nature  will, 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more :  drive,  man,  and  fpeak. 

lacb.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  tfruck  the  hour)  it  was  in  Rome,  (accurs'd 
The  manfion  where)  'twas  1 1  a  feaii,  (oh  would 
Our  viands  had  been  poifon'd  !  or  at  ieatr. 
Thofe  which  I  heav'd  to  head:)  the  good  Fcjlbumus 
What  fhould  I  fay  ?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were,  and  was  the  beit  of  all 
Amongft  the  rar'ft  of  good  ones— —fitting  fadly, 
Hearing  us  praife  our  loves  of  Italy 
Tsar  beauty,  that  made  barren  the  fwell'd  boaft 
Of  him  that  beft  could  fpeak  j  for  Mature,  laming 
The'ihnne  of  Venuif  or  ftraight-pighi  Minerva  j 


Poftures  beyond  brief  nature  ;  for  condition, 
A  fliop  of  alf  the  qualities,  that  man 
Loves  woman  for  j  befides,  that  hook  of  wiving* 
Fatrnefs,  which  (hikes,  the  eye— — 

Cym,  I  ftand  on  fire. 
Come  to  the  matter. 

Iacb,  All  too  foon  I  /hall, 
Unlefs  thou  wouldft  grieve  quicldy.    This  Pojibumui, 
(Moft  like  a  noble  Lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover)  took  his  hint ; 
And,  not  difpraifing  whom  we  praisM,  (therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue)  he  began 
His  miftrefs*  piclure  j  which  by  his  tongue  made, 
And  then  a  mind  put  in'c,  either  our  brags 
Were  crack'd-of  kitchen- trulls,  or  his  defcriptioa 
JProv'd  us  unfpeaking  fots. 

Cym,  Nay,  nay,  to  th'  purpofe, 

Iacb.  Youf  daughter's  chaftity  5  there  it  begins ; 
He  fpake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams, 
And  llie  alone  were  cold  j  whereat,  I  wretch 
Made  temple"  of  his  praife,  and  wag'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainft  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honoured  finger,  to  attain 
In  fuit  the  place  of 's  bed,  and  win  this  rin^, 
By  her  and  mine  adultery.   He,  true  Knight, 
No  lefTer  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  Ihkes  this  ring, 
(And  would  fo,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Pbcebus'  wheel  j  and  might  fo  fafely,  had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of 's  car.)    Away  to  Britain 
Port  I  in  this  defign:  well  may  you,  Sir, 
Remember  me  at  Court,  where  I  was  taught 
By  your  chafte  daughter  the  wide  difference 
"Twixt  amorous,  and  villainous.    Being  thus  quenched 
Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 
'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Moft  vilely  5  for  my  vantage  excellent : 
And  to  be  brief,  my  practice  fo  prevailed* 
That  I  returned  with  fimular  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noble  Leonatu*  nuuL 

Ee  *  By 
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By  wounding  bis  belief  in  her  renown, 
With  tokens  thus,  and  thus  j  averring  notes 
Of  chamber- hanging,  pictures,  this  her  bracelet, 
(Oh  cunning  how  I  got  it !)  nay,  fome  marks 
Of  fecret  on  her  perlbn,  that  he  could  not 
"But  think  her  bond  cf  chaflity  quite  crack'd, 
3  having  ta'en  the  forfeit ;  whereupon, 
Methinks  I  fee  him  now  ■    >•  ■ 

Pofi.  Ay,  fo  thou  doit,  [Coming  forward* 

Italian  fiend  !  ah  me,  moll:  credulous  fool, 
Egregious  murtherer,  thief,  any  thing 

That's  due  to  all  the  villains  paft,  in  being, 

To  come-*- oh  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poifon, 

^ome  upright  jufticer !  Thou  King,  fend  out 

For  torturers  ingenious  ;  it  is  I 

That  all  th*  abhorred  things  o'th*  earth  amend, 

By  being  worfe  than  they.    I  am  Pofibumus, 

That  kiil'd  thy  daughter  t  villain-like,  I  lie  ; 

That  caus'd  a  lefTer  villain  than  my  felf, 

A  facrilegious  thief,  to  do't.    The  temple 

Of  virtue  was  me,  yea,  and  fhe  her  felf.  

Spit,  and  throw  {tones,  cart  mire  upon  me,  fet 

The  dogs  o'th'  ftreet  to  bait  me:  every  villain 

Be  call  d  Pofihumus  Leonatus,  and 

5>e  villainy  lrfs  than  'twas.    Oh  Imogen! 

fAy  Queen,  my  life,  my  wife!  oh  Imogen, 

Jmogen,  Imogen! 

Into,  Peace,  my  Lord,  hear,  hear     i.  ■  ■ 

Pofi.  Shall's  have  a  play  of  this  ?  thou  fcornful  page. 

There  lye  thy  part.  [Striking  her,  fie  falls 

Pif,  Oh  gentlemen,  oh,  help, 

Mine  and  your  miftrefc     Oh,  my  Lord  Pofibumus! 

You  ne'ei  kiil'd  Imogen  'till  now -—help,  help, 

M'ne  honour'd  Lady 

Cym,  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 

Pofi,  How  come  thefe  lfaggers  on  me  ? 

Pif,  Wake,  my  miftrefs ! 

Cym,  If  this  be  fo,  the  Gods  do  mean  to  ftrike  me 

To  death  with  mortal  joy. 
k  Pif9  How  fares  thy  miflrefs  ? 
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into.  Oh,  get  thee  from  my  fight, 
Thou  gav'il  me  poifon:  dang'rous  fellow,  hence  I 
Breathe  not  where  Princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen! 

Pif.  Lady,  the  Gods  throw  ftones  of  AiJphur  on  me; 
If  what  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing!  I  had  it  from  the  Qujsen* 

Cym.  New  matter  ftill  ?  ' 

Imo*  It  poifonM  me. 

Cor.  Oh  Gods! 
I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  Queen  confefs'd; 
Which  muft  approve  thee  honerh    If  Pifanio 
Have,  faid  me,  giv'n  his  miihefs  that  confetticr?. 
Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  Ihe  is  ferved 
As  I  would  ferve  a  rat. 

Cym.  What's  this,  Cornelius? 

Cor,  The  Queen,  Sir,  very  oft  importun'd  m$ 
To  temper  poiions  for  her  j  ftill  pretending 
The  fatisfaclion  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  viie,  as  cats  and  dogs 
Of  no  efteem  5  I  dreading  that  her  purpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  (tuff,  Which  being  t  i*en  would  feize 
The  prefent  power  of  life,  /but  in  fhoit  time 
All  offices  of  nature  mould  again 
Do  their  due  functions.    Have  you  ta'en  of  it? 

Imo.  Moft  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  boys, 
There  was  our  error, 

Guid.  This  is  fure  Fidele. 

Imo.  Why  did  you  throw  your  Wedded  Lady  from  you  ? 

[To  Poft. 

Think  that  you  are  upon  a  rock,  and  now 

[Throwing  her  arms  about  bh  necly 

Throw  me  again. 

.  Pq/i.  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  foul, 
'Till  the  t.ee  die! 

.  Cym.  How  now,  my  flefh  ?  my  child  ? 
What,  mak*ft  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  fpeak  to  me  f 

E  e  3  Imti 
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Imo.  Your  bleffing,  Sir.  \Kr.etting„ 

Bel.  Tho'  you  did  Jove  this  youth,  I  blame  you  not, 
Yo<  had  a  motive  for't.       [To  Guidenus  and  Arviragut* 

Cym.  My  tears  that  {:.  11 
Prove  holy-water  on  the© !  Imogen, 
Thy  mother's  dead. 

Imo.  I'm  forry  for't,  my  Lord, 

Cym.  Oh,  fhe  was  naught  5  and  long  of  her  it  was 
That  we  meet  here  fo  ftrangelyj  but  her  Ion 
Is  pone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

Pi/.  My  Lord, 
Now  tear  is  from  me,  I'll  fpeak  truth.    Lord  Cloten9 
Up  n  my  Lady's  milling,  came  to  me 
With  his  fword  drawn,  foam'd  at  the  mouth,  and  fwore 
If  I  difcover'd  not  which  way  ihe  went 
It  was  my  inftant  death.    By  accident 
I  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  matter's 
Then  in  my  pocket,  which  directed  her 
To  feek  him  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford; 
Where  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  mailer's  garments, 
Which  he  in  fore 'd  from  me,  away  he  pofts 
Wiih  unchafte  purchafe,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
3vly  Lady's  honour :  What  became  of  him 
I  further  know  not. 

Guid.  Let  me  end  the  ftcry  5 
I  flew  him  there. 

Cym,  Marry,  the  Gods  forefend  ! 
I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  mould  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  fentence  :  pi 'y  thee,  valiant  youth, 
Deny' t  again. 

Guid.  I've  fpoke  it,  and  I  did  it» 

Cym.  He  was  a  Prince. 

Guid.  A  moft  incivil  one.    The  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  Prince-like  j  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  fpurn  the  fea, 
Co  '.Id  it  lb  roar  to  me.    I  cut  ofY's  head, 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  {landing  here 
To  tell  the  tale  of  me. 

Cym.  I'm  forry  for  thee  9 
By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemned,  and  mull 

Endure 
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Endure  our  law  :  thou'rt  dead. 

Into,  That  headlefs  man 
I  thought  had  been  my  Lord. 

Cym.  Bind  the  offender, 
And  take  him  from  our  prefence* 

Bel,  Stay,  Sir  King, 
This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  flew, 
As  well  defcended  as  thy  felf,  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Ha.l  ever  fear  for.    Let  his  arms  alone,      [To  the  Guard* 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage, 

Cym.  Why,  old  foldier, 
Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for, 
By  tempting  of  our  wrath  ?  how  of  defcent 
As  good  as  we  ? 

Arv.  In  that  he  fpake  too  far. 

Cym.  And  thou  malt  die  for'tt 

Bel.  We  will  die  all  three, 
But  I  will  prove  that  two  on's  are  as  good 
As  Tve  giv'n  out  of  him.    My  fons,  I  muft 
For  mine  own  part  unfold  a  dangerous  fpeech, 
Though  haply  well  for  you. 

Arv.  Your  danger's  ours. 

Guid.  And  our  good  yours. 

Bel.  Have  at  it  then,  by  leave  : 
Thou  had'rt,  great  King,  a  fubjedt,  who  was  cail'4 
Beilarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  a  ban'mYd  tnitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is  that  hath 
AfTum'd  this  age  j  indeed  a  baninVd  man, 
I  know  not  how  a  traitor. 

Cym.  Take  him  hence, 
The  whole  world  mall  not  fave  him, 

Bel.  Not  too  hot : 
Fi  ft  pay  me  for  the  nurfing  of  thy  fons, 
And  Jet  it  be  confiscate  all,  fo  foon 
As  I've  received  it. 

Cym.  Nurfing  of  my  fons  ? 

Bel.  I  am  too  blunt,  and  lawcy  j  here's  my  knee : 
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Ere  I  arife,  I  will  prefer  my  fons, 
Then  fpare  not  the  old  father.    Mighty  Sir, 
Thefe  two  young  gentlemen  that  call  me  father 
And  think  they  aie  my  fons,  are  none  of  mine, 
They  are  the  ifluc  of  your  loins,  my  Liege, 
And  blood  of  your  begetting, 
Cym.  How  ?  my  iflue  ? 

Bel.  So  fure  as  you,  your  father's;  I,  old  Morgan p 
Am  that  Belldrius  whom  you  fometime  baniiVd  j 
Vour  pleafure  was  my  near  offence,  my  punifliment 
It  felf  and  all  my  treafon:  That  I  fuffer'd, 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.    Thefe  gentle  Prince9, 
(For  iuch  and  fo  they  are,)  thefe  twenty  years 
Have  I  trained  up  ;  fuch  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them.    Sir,  my  breeding  was, 
As  your  Grace  knows.    Their  nurfe  Euripbile, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  ftole  thefe  children 
Upon  my  banifliment:  I  mov'd  her  to't, 
Having  receiv'd  the  puniihment  before 
For  that  which  I  did  then.    Beatings  for  loyalty- 
Excited  me  to  treafon.    Their  dear  lofs, 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  fhap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  ftealing  them.    But,  Sir, 
Here  are  your  fons  again  j  and  I  muft  lofe 
Two  of  the  fweet'ft  companions  in  the  world. 
The  benediction  of  thefe  covering  heav'ns 
Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew !  for  they  are  worthy 
To  in-lay  heav'n  with  liars. 

Cym,  Thou  weep'ft,  and  fpeak'ft: 
The  fei  vice  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike,  than  this  thou  tell'lt.    I  loft  my  children  ~~ 
If  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wifh 
A  pair  of  worthier  fons. 

Bsl.  Be  pleas'd  a  while-—— 
This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Paladour, 
Moll  worthy  Prince,  as  yours,  is  UutGuidenusi 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwal,  Arviragui, 
Your  younger  Princely  fon  j  he,  Sir,  was  lapt 
In  d  mofl  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  th*  hand 
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Of  his  Queen- mother,  which  for  more  probation 
I  can  with  eafe  produce. 

Cym.  Guideriut  had 
Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  fanguine  ftar, 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  lie  ; 
Who  hath  upon  him  (till  that  nat'ral  ftampe 
It  was  wife  nature's  end  in  the  donation, 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym.  Oh,  what  am  I  ? 
A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three  ?  ne'er  mother 
RejoicM  deliverance  more  ;  bleft  may  you  bet 
That  after  this  ftrange  flatting  from  your  orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now  !  oh  Imogen, 
Thou'ait  loft  by  this  a  Kingdom. 

Imo.  No,  my  Lord: 
I've  got  two  worlds  by't.    Oh  my  gentle  brothers. 
Have  we  thus  met  ?  oh,  never  fay  hereafter 
But  I  am  trueft  fpeaker.    You  cail'd  me  brother 
When  I  was  but  your  fifter :  I,  you  brothers, 
When  ye  were  fo  indeed. 

Cym.  Did  you  e'er  meet? 

Aro.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Guid.  And  at  nrfr.  meeting  IovM, 
Continued  fo,  until  we  thought  fhe  died* 

Cor.  By  the  Queen's  dram  Hie  fwallow'd. 

Cym.  O  rare  inftinct  ! 
When  mail  I  hear  all  through  ?  this  fierce  abridgment 
Hath  to  it  circumitantial  branches,  which 
Diftinclion  Ihould  be  rich  in.    Where  ?  how  liv'd  you  ? 
And  when  came  you  to  ferve  our  Roman  captive  ? 
How  parted  with  your  brorhers  ?  how  firft  met  them  ? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  Court  ?  and  whither  ?  thefe, 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battel,  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more,  mould  be  demanded, 
And  all  the  other  by-dependances 
From  chance  to  chance:  but  not'the  time  nor  place 
Will  ferve  long  interrogatories.  See, 
Pojibumuf  anchors  upon  Imogen  j 
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And  ihe,  like  harmlefs  lightning,  throws  her  eye 

On  him,  her  bi others,  me,  her  matter  ;  hitting 

Each  object  with  a  joy.    The  counter- change 

Is  fev' rally  in  all.    Let's  <juit  this  ground, 

And  fmoak  the  temple  with  our  facrifices. 

Thou  art  my  brother,  fo  we'll  hold  thee  ever.  [Td  Bellariujc 

Imo,  You  are  my  father  too,  and  did  relieve  me, 
To  fee  this  gracious  feafon. 

Cym.  All  o'er-joy'd, 
Save  thefc  in  bonds :  let  them  be  joyful  too, 
For  they  mall  tafte  our  comfort. 

Imo,  My  good  matte:, 
I  will  yet  do  you  fervice. 

hue,  Happy  be  you ! 
.  Cym.  The  forlo-n  foldier  that  fo  nobly  fought, 
He  would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  grae'd 
The  thankings  of  a  King. 

Pcfi,  'Tis  I  am.  Sir, 
The  foldier  that  did  company  thefe  three 
In  poor  befeeming :  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpofe  I  then  follow'd.    That  I  was  he, 
Speak,  lachimoy  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  your  finifh. 

lach.  I  am  down  again :  [tCnttlu 
But  now  my  heavy  confeierice  finks  my  knee, 
As  then  your  force  did.    Take  that  life,  'befeech  you, 
Which  I  fo  often  owe:  but  your  ring  firft, 
And  here  yotfr  bracelet  of  the  trueft.  Princefs 
That  ever  fwore  her  faith. 

Pofi.  Kneel  not  to  me  2 
The  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  fpare  you  : 
The  malice  tow'rds  you,  to  forgive  you,  Live^ 
And  deal  with  others  better.  » 

Cym.  Nobly  doom'd : 
We'll  learn  our  freenefs  of  a  foil- in-law  } 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.  You  help'd  us,  Sir, 
As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother  3 
Joy'd  are  we,  that  you  are» 
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Pojl.  Your  fervant,  Princes.  * 

Cym.  By  peace  we  will  begin:  and,  Caius  Lucius, 
Although  the  victor,  we  fubmit  to  Cafar, 
And  to  the  Roman  Empire  j  promiflng 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  dilTuaded  by  our  wicked  Queen, 
On  whom  heav'n's  juftice  (both  on  her,  and  hers) 
Hath  laid  moft  heavy  hand. 

SootbS  The  fingers  of  the  powers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace :  the  vifion 

•  - — Poff.  Your  fervant,  Princes. 
Good  my  Lord  of  Rome, 

Call  forth  your  Sootb/ayer :  as  I  flept,  methought 
Great  Jupiter  upon  his  eagle  back'd 
Appear'd  to  mev,  w^tii  other  lprit;htly  fhews 
Of  mine  own  kindred.    When!  wak'd,  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bofom  ;  whole' containing 
Is  lo  from  fenl'e  in  hardnefs,  that  1  can  .  \ 
Make  no  collection  of  it.   Let  hirn  Ihev* 
His  skill  in  tbe  conduction. 

Luc.  Philarmovus! 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

[  Reads.  1 

jyben  as  a  lion's  whelp  /hall,  to  bimfelf  unknown,  without  feeling 
finds  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender  air;  and  when  from  a 
/lately  cedar  /hall  be  lopt  branches,  which  being  dead  many  years* 
/hall  after  revive,  bt  jointed  to  the  old  /lock,  and  fre/bly  grow* 
then  /hall  Pofthumus  end  [bis  mi/eries,  Britain  be  ftrtuttate^  and 
fouriflj  in  peace  and  plenty. 
Thou,  LeonatuSs  art  the  lion's  whelp  ; 

The  lit  and  apt  conftruclion  of  thy  name 

Being  Leonatus,  doth  import  fo  much  : 

The  piece  of  tender  air,  thy  virtuous  daughter,  [To  Cyinbcliaf  • 

Which  we  caU  Mollis  Acr,  and  Mollis  jier 

We  term  it  Mulier:  which  MuUer  I  divine 

Is  this  moft  conilant  wife,  who  even  now 

Anfwering  the  letter  of  the  oracle, 

Unknown  to  you,  unfought,  were  clipt  about 

With  this  moft  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  hath  fome  feeming, 

Sooth.  The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cymbcline* 
Perfonates  thee  ;  and  thy  lopt  branches  point 
Thy  two  fons  forth:  who  by  Bellarius  ftol'n 
For  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv»d, 
To  the  majeftick  ce  lar  joinM  j  whole  iilue 
Promiies  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 

Cym.  By  peace  we  will  begin  :  &c. 

Which 
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Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius  ere  the  ftroke 
Of  this  >et  fcarce-cold  battel,  at  this  inftant 
Is  full  accomplifli'd.    For  the  Roman  eagle 
From  fouth  to  weft  on  wing  foaring  aloft 
LefTen'd  her  felf,  and  in  the  beams  o'th*  fun 
So  vaninYd  5  which  fore-mew'd  our  princely  eagle$ 
Th'  imperial  C/efar,  mould  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  Aiines  here  in  the  weft. 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  Gods ! 
And  let  the  crooked  fmoaks  climb  to  their  noftiuY 
From  our  bleft  altars !  Publifh  we  this  peace 
*To  all  our  fubjects.    Set  we  forward :  let 
A  Reman  and  a  Britijh  enfign  wave 
Friendly  together  5  io  through  Lud^s  town  march* 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  peace  we'll  ratifie.    Seal  it  with  feafts. 
Set  on  there:  Never  was  a  war  did  ceafe,  ' 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  waiVd,  with  fuch  a  peace* 

[Exeunt  omnti* 
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